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HE. favourable reception the following col- 
lection has met with from a candid and 
diſcerning public, is a ſufficient demonſtration of 
its merit; ſeveral thouſand copies, on its firſt 
appearance, having been ſold in the courſe of a 
few months: a number far exceeding the moſt 


ſanguine expectations both of the publiſher and 


compiler ; ſince the greater part, as the reader 
will find, is compoſed of detached pieces from the 


works of various authors that were before printed. 
A few there are, and, comparatively, only a few, 
that have any claim to originality, which, it is 


© 


hoped, do not diſgrace the collection. 


Of the former, it is needleſs to ſay more than 
that many of them are ſcattered in books not ea- 
fy to be met with, and the whole mixed with 
performances of another kind ; that the expence 
of purchaſing, and trouble of turning over ſo 


great a number of volumes, in which they are 
included, would be far from inconſiderable ; and 


A 2 laſtly, 
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4 
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i D ACE, 
laſtly, what is ſtill more to the purpoſe, if the 
merit of the ſeveral compoſitions is taken into the 


account, the wonder at the approbation and en- 


couragement beſtowed on this undertaking in a 
great meaſure ceaſes "IS! 


| The ey of fiyle. that accompanies moſt of 
the following Tales, having been charged by ſome 
readers with treſpaſſing on the rules of decency, 
the Editor thinks it a duty incumbent on him to 
apologize, in as ſhort a compaſs as he can, for fo 
yenial a tranſgreſſion. He freely acknowledges 
the charge to be juſt, but, at the ſame time, truſts 
he ſhall be acquitted as a promoter of immora- 
lity, as he is not conſcious of offending that way 
by the introdudtion of a ſingle line deſerving ſuch 


cenſure, he therefore is perfectly eaſy on that head; 


and as to the other, every one muſt grant, that a 
ludicrous Tale requires ludicrous terms to deſcribe 


it, as other wiſe it becomes Ew and unenter- 
taining. 


This bling . what i is to be done in ſo 


critical a caſe? Are we to conſign theſe playfuf 
productions to the trunk- maker and paſtry-cook, 
to line boxes, and wrap up tarts, cuſtards, and 


crofs-buns ! $ 
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croſs-buns ? And are future Swifts, Gays, and 
Prior, to be as chaſtly dry and ſentimentally 
dull as Quarles, Vi . and Ogilby ? — By no 
means. 


Fontaine, that choſen favourite of the comic 
Muſe, tells us, that the nature of theſe compoſi- 
tions demands a freedom of expreſſion; it being an 
indiſpenſable law, according to Horace, or rather 

to reaſon and common ſenſe, to accommodate our 

ſtyle to the ſubjects we write on; that the gaiety 
to be found in works of humour, cannot be ſaid 
to leave any ill impreſſions on the mind, becauſe 
it paſſes lightly; and that there is more danger to 
be feared from that ſoft melancholy which Ro- 
mances, even the moſt chaſte and modeſt, are apt : 
to inſpire, f 


The Editor will be ſorry if any thing here ſaid, 
ſhould be conſtrued into a plea for the commiſſion 
of vice. Lewd images and luſcious deſcriptions 
are his averſion, and ought, in his opinion, never 
to appeaꝶ out of the walls of a brothel; and even 
within them they may be productive of much miſ- 
chief, as, by their tendency, they may ſtimulate 
to greater evils a vicious paſſion, already but too 


mack rd, for reaſon to reftrain, 
5 . 


vi PREFACE .. 


Neither care nor expence has been wanting to 
make this edition as complete as poſlible. Several 
pieces have. been added that were overlooked be- 
fore; and it may be now ſaid, without vanity, 
that the Musk Ix 600D HuUmovuR, in its preſent 
Rate, is the molt finiſhed collection of Comic Tales 
that can poſſibly be formed in the . or 
ae 186 other e 


The > EDITOR. 
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But take it for a conſtant rule, 
There's no concealing of a fool. 


Prov'd to be fo unfortunate, 


He rear'd a bhcthead to his heir. 


He ſent him out to court a lady, 


Vol. I. 


N 
de 


Of this the inſtances are plenty; 
But one may ſerve as well as twenty. 
A worthy knight of good eſtate, 


Whoſe father he d I ap 
B 


F 


C O TALES. 


SQUIRE. 


Man of w; _ may alguit 8 j 
His knowledge, and not ſeem too wiſe; ; # 


A * 


That, with great coſt and fruitleſs care, 


But hoping it would mend the breed, 
Shou'd he ſome prudent damſel wed, 


ne 
:$ 
9 


— 
- 
* 


Ti COUNTRY SQUIRE. 


But firſt he charg'd him on his bleſſing, 


To keep in mind this eaſy leſſon: 
Humphm, fays he, whate'er you do, 
Take heed your words be very few; 
For you'll be counted wiſe, ſo long 
As you have wit to hold your tongue. 
And never feed too greedily 
On euſtard, pudding, or ſweet pie; 
| Left your ungovern'd appetite, 
Bring ſhame and ſorrow in the night — 
But John ſhall go, and he'll adviſe ye; 
And, let me tell you, John's no nizy. 
Here, John, dye mind, give Numps a touch 
Whene'er he talks, or eats too much, 
Be ſure take heed he don't neglect 
To pay the gentry great reſpec, 
And all our ſervices expreſs 
In handſome terms, with good addreſs. 
Inſtructed thus, they both. took horſe, 
And tow'rds the lady bent their courſe. 
Whilſt Jon perform'd the teacher's part, 


—»»» Numps got his compliments by heart ; 


Which he deliver'd in ſuch guiſe, 
They thought him rzolerably wiſe - 

Hie held his tongue; this ſeem'd to be 
A token of his modeſty. 4 


All paſs'd on well till ſupper came : 
O hateful meal]! O hateful name 


Vile author of poor Humphry's ſhame, 


Tus COUNTRY. Ak. 7 


From ev'ry diſh, moſt nicely dreſt, 

Th' old lady ſtill ſupply d her gueſt. 

All with aſtoniſhment beheld 

His plate oft empty, often fill'd. 

He ate; 7ohn pull'd and pull'd again; 

T he pulls, oh John / were all in vain. 

Before him ſtood an apple-pie, 2 

On which he caſt a greedy eye, «© £ 

Then fill'd his plate fix inches high. 1. 

John gave his elbow many a twitch; | 

Thought Numps, our John may kiſs my breech; 4 

Tis apple- pie — I'll eat my fill, 

Let conſequence be what it will. 

Fatal reſolve ! I dread to tell 

The conſequences which befel. 

Let ſordid Nightmen tell the reſt, 

Who reliſh the unſav*ry jeſt. 

My dainty Muſe wou'd fain have done 

But truth, commands, ſhe muſt go on. 
In the beſt bed the ſquire muſt lie, 

And 7ohn in truckle-bed juſt by ; 

Who flept till diſmal voice and groan, 
At midnight cry'd, O help ! dear fey. 
Or elſe for ever I'm undone. 

ö For heaven's ſake find ſome excuſe! 
The dev'lith apple-pie's broke looſe: 
And as I lay upon't and roll'd it, 

The bed's ſcarce big enough to hold it. 

John wak'd and thus began to pray; 

b The devil take all fools, I ſay. 


. 


Why, choak you, eat it up again, 
And lick the ſheets and blankets clean. 


i Tas COUNTRY SQUIRE. 


What can be done ? — here, take my thirt, 


And I'll come wallow in the dirt, 
Do you get up as ſoon as light; 
Fl lye, and try to ſet all right. 

So ſaid, fo done; up got the ſquire, 
And John lay tumbling in the mire. 
He lay till two briſk laſſes come 


To make the bed, and clean the room. 


Soon, in the damaſk bed, friend 7h 
Was ſpy d, half bury'd in the down, 
What's here ? cries Nel, as Pm alive, 
The maſter roſe ſoon after five; 
Here is his man, a lazy loon, 

Intends to lye a-bed till noon. 

Quoth ohn, I've had a tedious night, 


That truckle-bed has lam'd me quite; 


I turn'd in here to take ſome reſt ; 
This is a comfortable neſt. 
One nap, dear girls, is all I beg; 


— A nap! Sc, give him ſome cold pig. 
Come, come, ſays John, don't play the fool; 


I'm laxative, you'll make me pull, 


And ſtraining hard will force a ſtool. 


They pull'd, John ſqueez'd, and gave a grunt, 


Then cry'd aloud — good faith I've done't ; 
Fen thank yourſelves — Away ran Nell 


And Sue, half poiſon'd with the ſmell, 


This 


Tux COUNTRY SQUIRE. 5 


This ſtory ſlipt not, you may ſwear, 

But quickly reach'd the Maſter's ear. 
His lordſhip, tickled with the whim, 
Cou'd not forbear at dinner-time, 
To banter John ; nor did he fail 
T” enlarge upon the curious tale. 
But ſeeing John with ſhame caſt down, 
He frankly tipt him half a crown. 

John took't and bow'd — Numps ſitting by, 
Seeing the prize, with envious eye, 
Into John's fob directly go, by 
Cry'd out aloud, why, John, you know 
The half crown is by right My due; 2 
Twas I be—t the bed, not TIñ7vt. 

O blunder never to be mended! | © 
This one wiſe ſpeech the courtſhip ended. 


Home trotted John in doleful dumps; a 
And far behind ſneak'd hopeful Numps. b 
The lady, thus diverted by her *ſquire, © © 
Found out a cleanher lover to lye by her.. ) 
SEEN 
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Taz CURIOUS MAID. 
A TALE. 
By HILDEBRAND 7493, Eſq. 


Eauty's a gaudy Signs no more, 
To tempt the gazer to the door; 

Within the Entertainment lies, 
Far off remov'd from vulgar eyes. 

Thus Chloe, beautiful and gay, 
As on her bed the anton lay, 
Hardly awake from dreaming o er 
Her conqueſts of the day before. 
And what's this hidden Charm? (ſhe cry'd) 
And ſpurn'd th' embracing cloaths aſide, 
From limbs of ſuch a ſhape and hue, 
As Titian's pencil never drew | 

© Refolv'd the Dari-Abode to trace, 
Of female honour or diſgrace; 
Where Virtue finds her taſk too hard, 
And often ſlumbers on the guard. 

Th' attempt ſhe makes, and hucgles to 
With all her might; but *twou'd not do; 
Still, as ſhe bent, the Part requir'd, 
As conſcious of its ſhame, vetir'd. 
What's to be done? We're all- aground! 

Some other method muſt be found 
Water NVarciſſis Face cou'd ſhow, © 
And why not Ces charms bel S 


— 
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Big with this project ſhe applies 
The Jordan to her virgin thighs ; 

But the dull Lale her wiſh denies. © 
What luck is here? we're foil'd again! 
The Devil's in the Dice, that's plain 
No Chymiſt e'er was ſo perplex'd ; 

No jilted Coxcomb half fo vex d; 
No Bard, whoſe gentle muſe excells 
At Tunbridge, Bath, or Epſom-Iells, 
Ordain'd by Phabus' ſpecial grace, 
To ſing the beauties of the place, 
E'er pump'd, and chaf'd to that degree, 
Fo tag his fav'rite ſimile. 
Thus folks are often at a ſtand, 
When remedies are near at hand. 
For lo! the Glaſs — ay, That indeed! 
*Tis Ten, to One we now ſucceed, / 
To this relief ſhe flies amain, 
And ftraddles o'er the ſhining Plain, 
The /hining Plain reflects at large 
All Damon's wiſh and Chloe's charge. 
The Curious Maid, in deep ſurprize, 
On the Grim Feature, fix' d her eyes: 
(Far leſs amaz d Æneas ſtood, 
When by Avernus ſacred flood. 
He ſaw Hell's Portal fring'd with Mood.) 
And is this all? Is this (ſhe ery d) 
Man's great Deſire, and Woman's Pride; 
The Spring whence flows the Lover's Hain, 


The Ocean where tis Y a gain, | 
\ |: 2 4 5 By 


Ge ns 
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By Fute for ever doom'd to prove 

The Nurſery and Grove of Love? 

O thou of dire and horrid mien, 

Far always better felt than /zer 7; 

Fit rapture for the gloomy Night, 

O, never more approach the Light? 
Like other My/Pries men. adore, i} by 
Be hid to be rever'd The-more.: © 


\ 4 * * . : 
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JANVARY ap MAY. 
AT AL. E. | 
- By | Mr. P O P E. 


HERE liv'd in Lasse as authors writs, 
In days of old, a wiſe and worthy Bape; 

Of gentle manners, as of gen *rous race, 
Bleſt with much ſenſe, more riches; : and ſome g 8. 
Vet led aſtray by Venus ſoft delights, 8 
He cou'd not rule his carnal 1 5 * 
For long ago, let prieſts fay what they cou'd, 
Weak ſinful laymen were but fleſh and blood. 
But in due time, when ſixty years were oer, 
| He vow'd to lead this vicious life no more. wer Al , 
Whether pure holineſs inſpir'd his mind, 
Or dotage turn'd his brain, is hard to fad; 
But his high courage prick'd him forth to ed 


And * the N 1 a awful bed. 88 
9 Thus. 


JANUARY AD MAY. © +9 


This was his nightly dream, his daily care, 
And to the heavenly powr's his conſtant pray r, 
Once, ere he dy'd, to taſte the bliſsful life 
Of a kind huſband, and a loving wife. - 
Theſe thoughts he fortify'd with reaſons Rill, 
(For none want reaſons to confirm their will) 
Grave authors ſay, and witty poets fing, - 
That honeſt wedlock is a glorious thing: 
But depth of judgment moſt in him appears, 
Who wiſely weds in his maturer years. 
Then let him chuſe a damſel young and 8 
To bleſs his age, and bring a worthy heir; 
To ſooth his cares, and free from noiſe and ftrife, 
Conduct him gently to the verge of life. N 
Let ſinful bachelors their woes deplore; 

Full well they merit all they feel, and more: 
Unaw'd by precepts, human or divine 
Like birds and beaſts promiſcuouſly they join: 

Nor know to make the preſent bleſſing laſt, 1 
To hope the future, or eſteem the paſt: 
But vainly boaſt the joys they never try d, 
And find divulg'd the ſecrets they wou'd hide. 
The marry'd man may bear his yoke with eaſe, - 
Secure at once himſelf and heaven to pleaſe z' Wir 72A 
And paſs his inoffenſive hours away, 
; In bliſs all night, and innocence all day: 
e Tho? fortune change, his conſtant ſpouſe remains, 
; Augments his joys, or mitigates his pains. 
But what ſo pure, whichenvious tongues will ſpare? © 


* wicked wits have libePd all the fair: | 
| BS”: With 


20 JANUARY and MAY, og 
With matchleſs impudence, they ſtyle a wife 
The dear-bought curſe and lawful plague of life: k 
A boſom ſerpent, a domeſtic evil, La 
A night-invaſion, and a mid-day devil. 
Let not che wiſe thoſe ſland'rous words regard, 
But curſe the bones of ev'ry lying bard. 4 
All other goods by fortune's hand are giv "ts" 
A wife is the peculiar gift of heav'n : 
Vain fortune's favours, never at a ſtay, 
Like empty ſhadows, paſs, and glide away; 
One ſolid comfort, our eternal wife, 
> Abundantly ſupplies us all our life: ; 
This blefling laſts (if thoſe who try, ſay true) 
As long as heart can wiſh —— and longer too. 
Our grandſire Adam, ere of Eve poſſeſt, 
Alone, and ev'n in paradiſe, unbleſt, 
With mournful looks the bliſsful ſcene ſurvey” d, 
And wander'd in the ſolitary ſhade : 
The maker faw, took pity, and beſtow'd 
Woman, the laft, the beſt reſerve of God. 
A wife! ah gentle deities, can he 
That has a wife, e'er feel adverſity ? 
Wou'd men but follow what the ſex adviſe, 
All things wou'd profper, all the world grow wile. 
"Twas by Rebecca's aid that Jacob won 
His father's blefling from an elder fon : 
Abuſive Nabal ow'd his forfeit life | 
To the wiſe conduct of a prudent wife: 
Heroic Judith, as old Hebrews ſhow, 
1 85 the Jerus, and ſlewy tht Aſfjrian foe : 


At 


JANUARY AND Mar. 1 


At Efther's ſuit, the perſecuting ſword -, _ 
Was ſheath'd and Jjrael liv'd to bleſs the 1 
Theſe weighty motives, January the aa 
Maturely ponder'd in his riper age; 
And charm'd with virtuous joys and a lie, 
Wou' d try that chriſtian comfort, call'd a wife: 
His friends were ſummon'd, on a point fo nice, 
To paſs their judgment, and to give advice; 
But fix'd before, and well reſolv'd was he; 
(As men that aſk advice are won't to be.) L 

My friends, he cry'd, (and caſt a mournful look 
Around the room, and ſigh'd before he ſpoke) 
Beneath the weight of threeſcore years I bend, 
And worn with cares, am haſt' ning to my end; 
How I have liv'd, alas! you know too well, 
In worldly follies, which I bluſh to tell! 
But gracious heav'n has ope'd, my eyes at laſt, 
With due regret I view my vices paſt, 
And as the precept of the church decrees, 
Will take a wife, and live in holy eaſe. | 
But fince by counſel all things ſhou'd be done, 
And many heads are wiſer {till than one; 
Chuſe you for me, who beſt ſhall be content 
When my deſire's approv'd by your conſent. 

One caution yet is needful to be told, 
To guide our choice; this wife muſt not be old. 
There goes a ſaying, and 'twas ſhrewdly faid, 
Old fiſh at table, but young fleſh in bed. . 
My ſoul abhors the taſteleſs, dry embrace 
Of a ſtale virgin with a winter face; 
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In that cold Klon love put treats his gueſt 0 
With bean- tra, and tough forage, at* the beg. 
No crafty widows Hall approach my bed, 

Thoſe are too wiſe for batchelors to wed; 
As ſubtle clerks by many ſchools? are made, 
Twice-marry* d dames are niiftreſſes of the trade; 4 i 
But young and tender virgins, rul rul'ck with eaſe, 
We form like wax, and mould them as we pleaſe. 
Conceive me, firs, nor take my ſenſe amis, 

Tis what concerns my ſoul's eternal blis; 9. 
Since if I found no pleaſure i in my Pa 9 80 
As fleſh is frail,” and who (God help e nous; 7 
Then ſhou'd I live in lew'd adultery, ' . 
And fink downright'ts Satan when 1 die. 
Or were I curſt with an unfruitful bed, 

The righteous end were loſt for which JI wed; 

To raiſe up ſeed to bleſs the pow'rs above, 

And not for pleaſure only, or for love. 

Think not I dote ; tis time to take a wiſe, 

When vig'rous blood forbids a chaſter life; 

Thoſe that are bleſt with ſtore of grace divine, 

May live like faints, by heaven's confent and mine, 
And ſince I fpeak of wedlock, let me ſay, 

Ae, think my ſtars, in modeſt truth I may, 

My limbs are active, ſtill T'm found at heart, 

And a new vigour ſprings in ev'ry part. 

Think not my virtue loft, tho time has ſhed 
Theſe rev' tend honours on my hoary head; 
Thus trees are crown'd with bloſſoms white as ſnow, 
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Old as T am, my luſty limbs appear 884 
Like winter greens, that flouriſh all the year. 1 bk 
Now, firs, you know to what I/ſtand' inclin' 17 
Let ev'ry friend with freedom ſpeak his midd. 
He ſaid; the reſt in diff*r rent parts divide, 
The knotty point was urg'd on every fide; 
Marriage the theme on which they all declaim'd, 
Some prais'd with wit, and ſome with reaſon blam'd. 
Till, what with proofs, objections, and replies, 
Each wond'rous poſitive, and wond*rous wiſe, 
There fell betwixt his brothers a debate; 
Placebo this was call'd, and Juſtin that. 


Firſt to the knight Placelo thus begun, 
(Mild were his looks, and pleaſing was his tone: } - 


Such prudence, fir, in all your words appears, 
As plainly proves, experience dwells with years. 
Yet you purſue fage Solomon's advice, 

To work by counſel when affairs are nice: 

But, with the wiſe man's leave, I muſt proteſt, Þ} 
So may my ſoul arrive at eaſe and reſt, 

As ſtill T hold your own advice the beſt. 

Sir, I have liv'd a courtier all my days, 
And ſtudy'd men, their manners and their ways; 
And have obſerv'd this uſeful maxim ſtill, | 
To let my betters always have their will. 

Nay, if my lord affirm'd that black was white, 
My word was this; Your honours in the right, 

Th' aſſuming wit, who deems himſelf fo wiſe, 

As his We ge ai to ee 0 
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Let him not dare to vent his dang'rous thought , ) 
A noble fool was never in a fault. 
This, fir; affects not you, whoſe ev'ry word | 
Is weigh'd with judgment, and befits a lord: 
Vour will is mine; and is (J will te). . 
Pleaſing to God, and ſhou'd be ſo to man; 
At leaſt, your courage all the world muft praiſe, £7 
Wha dare to wed i in your declining: days. | 
Indulge the yigour of your mounting blood, 
And let grey fools, be indolently good; 

Who, paſt all pleaſure, damn the joys of ſenſe, 
With rev'rend dullneſs, and grave impotence. 
Fuſtin, who ſilent fat, and heard the man, 
Thus, with a Philoſophick frown began. 235 
A heathen author, of the firſt degree, 5 
(Who, tho' not Faith, had Senſe as well as we) 

- Bids us be certain our concerns to truſt 

To thoſe of gen'rous principles, and juſt. 

The venture's greater, I'll preſume to ſay, 

To give your perſon than your goods away : 

And therefore, fir, as you regard your reft, 
Firſt learn your lady's qualities at leaſt: 
Whether ſhe's chaſte or rampant, proud or civil; 
Meek as a faint, or haughty as the devil; 

Whether an eaſy, fond, familiar Fool, 

Or ſuch a Mit as no man e'er can rule, 

*Tis true, perfection none muſt hope to find 

In all this world, much leſs in womankind 3 

But if her virtues prove the larger ſhare, POETS 
Bleſs the kind fates, and think your fortune rare. 


Ab, 
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Ah, gentle fir, take warning of a friend, 

Who knows too well the ſtate you thus commend: 
And, ſpite of all its praiſes, muſt declare, 

All he can find is bondage, coſt, and care. 
Heav'n knows I ſhed full many a private tear, 
And figh in ſilence, left the world ſhou'd hear: 
While all my friends applaud my bliſsful life, 
And ſwear no mortal's happier in a wife; 

Demure and chaſte as any veſtal nun, 

The meekeſt creature that beholds the ſun! 
But, by th' immortal pow'rs, I feel the pain, 
And he that ſmarts has reaſon to complain. 

Do what you hiſt, for me; you muſt be ſage, 
And cautious ſure; for wiſdom is in age : 

But, at theſe years, to venture on the fair ! 

By him, who made the ocean, earth, and air, 

To pleaſe a wife when her occaſions call, 

Wou'd buſy the moſt viz'rous of us all. 

And truſt me, ſir, the chaſteſt you can chuſe 


| Will aſk obſervance, and exact her dues. 


If what I ſpeak my noble lord offend, 
My tedious ſermon here is at an end. 
'Tis well, *tis wond'rous well, the knight replies, 
Moſt worthy kinſman, faith you're mighty wile ! 
Me, ſirs, are fools ; and mult reſign the cauſe 
To heath'niſh authors, proverbs, and old faws. 
He ſpoke with ſcorn, and turn'd another way 
What does my friend, my dear Placebo ſay? 
1 ſay, quoth he, by heav'n, the man's to blame, 
Who ventures ſacred marriage to defame, 


At 
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And told them all their pains were at an end. 
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At this, the council broke without delay; 3 


Each, in his own opinion, went his way; 


With full conſent, that all diſputes appeas % | 
The knight ſhould marry,when and where he pleas' d. 

Who now but Jauuary exults with joy! 
The charms of wedlock all his foul employ : 


Each nymph by turns his wav'ring mind poſleſt, 


And reign'd the ſhort-liv'd tyrant of his breaſt ; 


While fancy pictur'd ev'ry lively part, 


And each bright image wander'd in his heart, 


2 Thus, in ſome public Forum fix d on high, 
A mirrour ſhews the figures moving by; 


Still one by one, in ſwift ſucceſſion, paſs 
The gliding ſhadows, o'er the poliſh'd glafs. 


2 "Thijs lady's charms the niceſt cou'd not blame, 
But vile ſuſpicions had aſpers'd her fame; 
That was with ſenſe, but not with virtue bleſt ; 


And one had grace, yet wanted all the reſt. 


Thus doubting long what nymph he ſhould obey, 


He fix'd at laſt upon the youthful May. 

Her faults he knew not, love is always blind, 

But ev'ry charm revolv'd within his mind: 

Her tender age, her form divinely fair, 

Her eaſy motion, her attractive air, | 
Her ſweet behaviour, her enchanting face, | 

Her moving ſoftneſs, and majeſtick grace. 
Much in his prudence did our knight rejoice, 
And thought no mortal cou'd diſpute his choice; 
Once more in haſte he ſummon'd ev'ry friend, 


Heav' n, 
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Heay? n, that (faid he) inſpir'd me firſt to wed, 

Provides a conſort worthy of my bed. 

Let none oppoſe th' election, ſince on this 

| Depends my quiet, and my future bliſs. 

A A dame there is, the darling of my eyes, 
Yaung, beauteous, artleſs, innocent and wiſe; 
Chaſte tho' not rich; and tho? not nobly born, 
Of honeſt parents, and may ſerve my turn. 

Her will I wed, if gracious heav'n ſo pleaſe ; 
To paſs my age in ſanity and eaſe: 
And thank the pow'rs, I may poſſeſs alone 
The lovely prize, and ſhare my bliſs with none! 

If you, my friends, this virgin can procure, 

My joys are full, my happineſs is ſure. _ | 

One only doubt remains; full oft I've heard "8 

i By caſuiſts grave, and deep divines averr'd, 
That tis too much for human race to know 

The bliſs of heav'n above, and earth below. 

Now ſhou'd the nuptial pleaſures prove fo greats 

To match the bleſſings of the future ſtate, 

Thoſe endleſs joys were ill exchang'd for f "oo 
Then clear this doubt, and ſet my mind at eaſe. 
This Juſtin heard, nor cou'd his ſpleen controul, 

Touch'd to the quick, and tickled at the foul. . 

Sir knight, he cry'd, if this be all your dread, 

Heav'n put it paſt your doubt, whene'er you wed, 

i And to my fervent pray'rs fo far conſent, | 1 
That ere the rites are o'er, you may repent! | | 

Good heav'n, no doubt, the nuptial ſtate approves, 

:. Since it chaſtiſes ſtill what beſt it loves. 
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Then be not, fir, abandon'd to deſpair; 
Seek, and perhaps you'll find, among the fair, 
One, that may do your buſineſs to a hair; 
Not ev'n in wiſh, your happineſs delay, 

But prove the ſcourge to laſ you on your way: 
Then to the ſkies your mounting ſoul ſhall go, 
Swift as an arrow ſoaring from the bow! 
Provided ſtill you moderate your joy, 
Nor in your pleaſures all your might employ; 
Let reaſon's rule your ſtrong deſires abate, 
Nor pleaſe too laviſhly your gentle mate. 
Old wives there are, of judgment moſt acute, 
Who ſolve theſe queſtions beyond all diſpute ; 
Conſult with thoſe; and be of better chear; 
Marry, do penance, and diſmiſs your fear. 
So ſaid they roſe, nor more the work delay'd; 
The match was ofter'd, the propoſals made: 
Ih he parents, you may think, wou'd ſogn andy; 
The old have int'reft ever in their eye; | 
Nor was it hard to move the lady's mind; 
When fortune favours, ſtill the-fair are kind. 
I paſs each previous ſettlement and deed, 
Too long for me to write, or you to read; _ 
Nor will with quaint impertinence diſplay 
The pomp, the pageantry, the proud array. 
The time approach'd, to church the parties went, 
At once with carnal and devout intent: 
Forth came the prieſt, and bade th' W wife 
Like Sarah or Rebecca lead her life: 


— 


Then 
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Then pray'd the pow'rs the fruitful bed to bleſs, 
And made all ſure enough with holineſs. | 
And now the palace gates are open'd wide, 
The gueſts appear in order, fide by fide, 5 
And plac'd in ſtate, the bridegroom and the bride, 

_ Expenſive dainties load the plenteous boards, 

The beſt luxurious taly affords : | 

The breathing flute's ſoft notes are heard ata}, 

And the ſhrill trumpets mix their ſilver unde 

The vaulted roofs with echoing muſic ring, 

n touch the vocal ſtops, and thoſe the —_— E 

{tring. | 

Not thus 4 tun'd the aeckling lyre, 

Nor. Foab the founding clarion cou'd inſpire, 

Nor fierce T heodamus, whole ſprightly ſtrain 

Cou'd ſwell the foul to rage, and fire the martial 

rer 7 - | | La 
Bacchus himſelf, the nuptial feaſt to grace, 

(So poets ſing) was: preſent on the place; 

And lovely Yenus, goddeſs of delight, | 
Shook high her flaming torch, in open fight, 
And danc'd around and ſmil'd on every knight: 
Pleas'd her beſt fervant wou'd his courage inys | 
No leſs in wedlock than in liberty. - , | 
Full many an age old Hymen had not ſpy'd 
So kind a bridegroom, or ſo bright a bride. 

Ye bards! renown'd among the tuneful throng 
For gentle lays, and joyous nuptial ſong ; 
Think not your ſofteſt numbers can diſplay 
The matchleſs glories of this bliſsful day; | 
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The j joys are ſuch as far tranſcend your rage; 
When tender youth has wedded ftooping age. 

The beauteous dame fat ſmiling at the board, 
And darted am'rous glances at her lord; 
Not E/ther's ſelf, whoſe charms the 1 ſings 
Eber look'd fo lovely on her Perſian king: 

Bright as the riſing ſun in ſummer's day, 

And freſh and blooming as the month of May 

The joyful knight furvey'd her by his ſide, 

Nor envy'd Paris with the Spartan bride : 
Still as his mind revolv'd with vaſt delight 

Th! entrancing raptures of th' approaching night: 

Reſtleſs he fat, invoking ev'ry pow'r + | 

To ſpeed his bliſs, and haſte the happy hour. 

Mean time the vig'rous dancers beat the ground, 
And ſongs were ſung, and flowing bowls went round; 
With od'rous ſpices they perfum'd the place, 
And mirth and pleaſure ſhone in ev'ry face. 
Damian alone, of all the menial train, 

Sad in the midſt of triumphs, ſigh'd for pain; 
Damian alone, the knight's obſequious ſquire, 
Confum'd-at heart, and fed a ſecret fire. wig 

His lovely miſtreſs all his foul poſſeſt, 

He look'd, he languiſh'd, and cou'd take no * 
HFiis taſk perform' d, he ſadly went his way, 
Fell on his bed, and loath'd the light of day. 
There let him lie, till his relenting dame 
Weep in her turn, and waſte in equal flame. 

The weary ſun, as learned poets write, 
F orſook the Horizon, and roll'd down the light; 
While 
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While glitt'ring ſtars his abſent beams ſupply, 
And night's dark mantle overſpread the ſky. 
'Then roſe the gueſts ; and as the time requir'd, 
Each paid his thanks and decently retir d. 

The foe once gone, our knight prepar'd t undreſs, 
So keen he was, and eager to poſſeſs; 
But firſt thought fit th' affiſtance to receive, 
Which grave phyſicians ſcruple not to give; 
Satyrion near, with hot Eringos ſtood, 
Cantharides, to fire the boiling blood ; #7 
Whoſe uſe old bards deſcribe in luſcious rhymes, 
And criticks learn'd, explain to modern times. 
Hy this the ſheets were ſpread, the bride undreſt, 
The room was ſprinkled, and the bed was bleſt. 
What next enſu'd beſeems not me to ſay; 
*Tis ſung, he labour'd *till the dawning day, 
Then briſkly ſprung from bed, with heart ſo light, 
As all were nothing he had done by night; 
And ſipp'd his cordial as he fat upright : 
He kiſs'd his balmy ſpouſe, with WEST 
And feebly ſung a luſty roundelay : | 
Then on the couch his weary limbs he caſt ; 
For ev'ry labour muſt have reſt at laſt. 
| But anxious cares the penſive ſquire oppreſt, 
Sleep fled his eyes, and peace forſook his breaſt ; 
The raging flames that in his boſom dwell, 
He wanted art to hide and means to tell. 
Yet hoping time th* occaſion might betray, 
Compos'd a ſonnet to the lovely Hay; 

Which 
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Which writ and folded, with the niceſt art, 
He wrapt in ſilk, and laid upon his heart. 

When now the fourth revolving day was run, 
(Twas June, and Cancer had receiv'd the ſun) 
Forth from her chamber came the beauteous bride, 
The good old knight mov'd ſlowly by her fide. 
High maſs was ſung ; they feaſted in the hall; 
The ſervants round ſtood ready at their call. 
'The ſquire alone was abſent from the board, 
And much his ſickneſs griev'd his worthy lord, 
Who pray'd his ſpouſe, attended with her train, 
To viſit Damian, and divert his pain. 
Th' obliging dames obey'd with one conſent ; 
They left the hall, and to his lodging went. 
The female tribe ſurround him as he lay, 
And cloſe beſide him fat the gentle May 

Where, as ſhe try'd his pulſe, he ſoftly drew 


A heaving ſigh, and caſt a mournful view! 


Then gave his bill, and brib'd the pow'rs divine, 
With ſecret vows, to favour his deſign. 
Who ſtudies. now but diſcontented May? 
On her ſoft couch uneaſily ſhe lay: 
The lumpiſh huſband ſnor'd away the night, 
Till coughs awak'd him near the morning light, 
What then he did, I not preſume to tell, 
Nor if ſhe thought herſelf in heav'n or hell. 
Honeſt and dull, in nuptial bed they lay, 
Till the bell toll'd, and all aroſe to pray. 
Were it by forceful deſtiny decreed, | 
Or did from chance, or nature's power proceed, 


Or 
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Or that ſome ſtar, with aſpect kind to love, 
Shed its ſelecteſt influence from above; 
Whatever was the cauſe, the tender dame 
Felt the firſt motions of an infant flame; 
Receiv'd th' impreſſions of the love- ſick ſquire, - 
And waſted in the ſoft, infectious fire. „ 
Fe fair draw near, let Mays example move 
Vour gentle minds to pity thoſe who love ! 

Had ſome fierce tyrant in her ſtead been found, 
The poor adorer ſure had hang'd, or drown'd; 

But ſhe, your ſex's mirrour, free from pride, 
Was much too meek to prove a homicide. 

But to my tale; ſome ſages have defin'd 
Pleaſure the ſov'reign bliſs of human kind; 

Our knight (who ftudy'd much, we may ſuppoſe) 
Deriv'd this high philoſophy from thoſe; 

For, like a prince, he bore the vaſt expence 

Of laviſh pomp, and proud magnificence : 

His houſe was ſtately, his retinue gay, 

Large was his train, and gorgeous his array. 

His ſpacious garden, made to yield to none, 
Was compals'd round with walls of ſolid ſtone ; 
Priapus cou'd not half deſcribe the grace 


(Tho? God of gardens ) of this charming place 55 | 


A place to. tire the rambling wits of | France 


In long deſcriptions, and exceed Romance; * 


Enough to ſhame the gentleſt bard that ſings 
Of painted meadows, and of purling ſprings. 


Ful 
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-  Fullin the center of the flow'ry ground, 
A chryſtal fountain ſpread its ſtreams around, 
Its fruitful banks with verdant laurels crown'd: 
About this ſpring (if ancient fame ſays true) a 
The dapper elves their moonlight ſports purſue; 
Their pigmy King, and little fairy Queen, 
In eireling dances gambol'd on the green, 
Wdile tuneful ſprights a merry concert made, 
And airy muſick warbled throꝰ the ſhade. 1 
l ither the noble knight wou' d oft repair 
His ſcene of pleaſure, and peculiar care) 
For this he held it dear, and always bore 
The filver key that lock'd the garden door. 
To this ſweet place, in ſummer's ſultry heat, 
He us'd from noiſe and bus'neſs to retreat; 
And here in dalliance ſpend the live-long day 
Solus cum Sola, with his ſprightly Aay. 
For whate'er work was undiſcharg'd a-bed, 
The duteous knight in this fair garden ſped. _ 
Thus many a day, with eaſe and plenty bleſt, 
Our gen'rous knight his gentle dame poſſeſt ; 
But ah ! what mortal lives of bliſs ſecure, 
How ſhort a ſpace our worldly joys endure ? 
Q fortune, fair, like all thy treach'rous kind, 
But faithleſs fill, and wav'ring as the wind! 
O painted monſter, form'd mankind to cheat, 
With pleaſing poiſon, and with ſoft deceit! 
This rich, this am'rous, venerable knight. 
Amidft his eaſe, his ſolace and delight, 
He + 8 | Struck 
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Struck blind by thee, reſigns his days to grief, 
And calls on death, the wretched's laſt relief. 
Ws rage of jealouſy then ſeiz'd his mind, 

For much he fear'd the faith of woman-kind. 
His wife, not ſuffer'd from his ſide to ſtray, Y 
Was captive kept; he watch'd her night and day; % 
Abridg'd her pleaſures, and confin'd her [way. + 
Full oft in tears did hapleſs May complain, © 
And ſigh'd full oft, but ſigh'd and wept in vain; 
She look'd on Damian with a lover's eye, 

For, oh, *twas fix'd, ſhe muſt poſſeſs or die! 
Nor leſs impatience vex'd her.am'rous alin} 
Wild with delay, and burning with deſire. ' | 
Watch'd as the was, yet cou'd not he refrain, | 
By ſecret writing to diſcloſe his pain: | 
The dame by ſigns reveal'd her kind intent, 
Till both were conſcious what each other meant.” 
Ah gentle knight! what wou'd thy eyes avail, © 
'Tho' they cou'd ſee as far as ſhips can ſailꝰ 6 
Tis better, ſure, when blind, deceiv'd to be, | 
Than be deluded when a man can fee ! 
Argus himſelf, ſo cautious and ſo wiſe, 
Was over-watch'd, for all his hundred eyes: 
So many an honeſt huſband may, tis known, 
Who, wiſely, never thinks the caſe his own, © 
The dame at laſt, by diligence and care, 
Procur'd the key her knight was wont to bear; 
She took the wards in wax before the fire, 

And gave th' impreſſion to the truſty N 7 „ | 

| VoI. I. e f a By 
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It happ'd, that once upon a ſummer's day, 


By means of £ this, 1 wonder ſhall appear, 


Which, in due place and ſeaſon, you may hear. 


Well ſung ſweet Ovid in the days of yore, 
What flight is that, which love will not explore ? 
And Pyramus and Thiſte plainly ſhow 
The feats true lovers, when they liſt, can do: 
Tho' watch'd, and captive, yet in ſpite of all, ; 
They found the art of kiſſing through a wall. 

But now no longer from our tale to ſtray ; 


Our rev rend knight was urg'd to am'rous play : 


- He rais' d his ſpouſe ere matin-bell was rung, 


And thus his morning canticle he ſung, 
Awake, my love, diſcloſe thy radiant eyes; 
Ariſe, my wife, my beauteous lady riſe ! 


Hear how the doves with penſive notes complain, | 
And in ſoft murmurs tell the trees their pans: 
The winter's paſt, the clouds and tempeſts fly, | 
The fun adorns the fields, and brightens all the {ky, 


Fair without ſpot, whoſe ev'ry charming part 
My boſom wounds, and captivates my heart, 


Come, and in mutual pleaſures let's engage, 


Joy of my life, and comfort of my age! 
This heard, to Damian ſtraight a ſign ſhe made, 
To haſte before; the gentle ſquire obey'd: 


- Secret, and undefery'd, he took his way, 4 


And ambuſh'd cloſe behind an arbour lay. 
It was not long ere January came, | 
And hand in hand, with him, his lovely dame; 


| Blind as he was, not doubting all was ſure, 
He turn'd the key, and made the gate ſecure, 


Here 


— 
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Here let us walk, he ſaid, obſerv'd by none, 
Conſcious of pleaſures to the world unknown: 
So may my ſoul have joy, as thou, my wife, 
Art far the deareſt folace of my life; 
And rather wou'd I chuſe, by heav'n above, 
To die this inſtant, than to loſe thy love. 
Refle& what truth was in my paſſion ſhown, 
When un-endow'd, I took thee for my own, 
And ſought no treaſure but thy heart alone. 
Old as I am, and now depriv'd of ſight, = 
Whilſt thou art faithful to thy own true knight, | 
Nor age, nor blindneſs, robs me of delight. 
Each other loſs with patience I can bear, . 
The loſs of thee is what Þ only fear. 
Conſider then, my lady and my wife, 
The ſolid comforts of a virtuous life. 

As firſt, the love of Crit himſelf you gain; 
Next your own honour undefil'd maintain ; 2 | 
And laftly, that which ſure your mind muſt move, ? 
My whole eftate ſhall gratify your love: 

Make your own terms; and ere to-morrow's ſun ; | 
Diſplays his light, by heav'n it ſhall be done. | 
1 ſeal the contract with a holy kiſs, | | 
And will perform, by this—my dear, and this 
Have comfort, ſpouſe, nor think thy lord unkind; | 
"Tis love, not jealouſy, that fires my mind. 

For when thy charms my ſober thoughts engage, 
And join'd to them, my own unequal age, - 
From thy dear fide I have no power to part, 

Such ſecret tranſports warm my melting heart. 

„ oe. For 
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For who that once poſſeſt thoſe heav*nly charms, 
Cou'd live one moment abſent from thy arms? 

He ceas*d, and May with modeſt grace reply'd; 
Weak was her voice, as while ſhe ſpoke ſhe cry'd. 
Heav'n knows (with that a tender ſigh ſhe drew) 
J have a ſoul to ſave as well as you; 

And, what no leſs you to my charge commend, 

My deareſt honour, will to death defend. 

To you in holy church I gave my hand, 

And join'd my heart, in wedlock's facred band, 
Yet after this, if you diſtruſt my care, 
Then hear, my lord, and witneſs what I ſwear. 

Firſt, may the yawning earth her boſom rend, 
And let me hence to hell alive deſcend ; 

Or die the death I dread no leſs than hell, 
Sew'd in a fack, and plung'd into a well, 
Ere I my fame by one lewd act diſgrace, 

Or once renounce the honour of my race. 

For know, fir knight, of gentle blood I came, 
J loath a whore, and ſtartle at the name. 
But jealous men on their own crimes reflect, 
And learn from thence their ladies to ſuſpect: 
Elſe why theſe needleſs cautions, ſir, to me? 
Theſe doubts and fears of female conſtancy ? 
This chime ſtill rings in ev'ry lady's ear, 
The only ſtrain a wife muſt hope to hear. 
Thus while ſhe ſpoke, a ſide-long glance ſhe caſt, 
Where Damian kneeling, rev'renc'd as ſhe paſt. 
She ſaw him watch the motions of her eye, 
And ſingled out a pear- tree planted nigh : 

- / | Twas 
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Tas charg'd with fruit that made a goodly ſhow, 
And hung with dangling pears was ev'ry bough.. 
Thither th* obſequious ſquire addreſs'd his pace, 
And climbing, in the ſummit took his place: 
The knight and lady walk'd beneath in view, 
Where let us leave them, and our tale purſue. 
' _?*T'was now the ſeaſon when the glorious ſun 
His heay*nly progreſs thro' the Twins had run: 
And Jove, exalted; his mild influence yields, 
To glad the glebe, and paint the flow'ry fields. 
Clear was the day, and Phoebus riſing bright, 
Had ftreak'd the azure firmament with light; 

He pierc'd the glitt'ring clouds with golden ſtreams, 
And warm'd tae womb of earth with genial beams 
It fo befel, in that fair morning-tide, 

The fairies ſported on the garden's ſide, 
And in the midſt, the monarch and his bride. 
So featly tripp'd the light- foot ladies round, 
The knights ſo nimbly o'er the greenſword bound, 
That ſcare they bent the flow'rs, or touch'd the 


7 ground. 

The dances ended, all the fairy train 
For pinks and daiſies ſearch'd the flow'ry plain; 
While on a bank reclin'd of riſing green, 
Thus, with a frown, the king beſpoke his queen. 

Tis too apparent, argue what you can, 

The treachery you women uſe to man: 

A thouſand authors have this truth made out, 
And ſad experience leaves no room for doubt. 
7. . Heav'n 
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Heav'n reſt thy ſpirit, noble Solomon, 
- A wiſer monarch never ſaw the ſun : | 
All wealth, all honours, the ſupreme degree 
Of earthly bliſs, was well beſtow'd on thee | | 
For fagely haſt thou ſaid; Of all mankind, 
One only | juſt, and righteous, hope to find: 
But ſhould'ſt thou ſearch the ſpacious world around, 
Vet one good woman is not to be found. 
Thus fays the king who knew your wickedneſs ; 
The fon of Sirach teſtifies no leſs. 
So may ſome wildfire on your bodies fall, 
Or ſome devouring plague conſume you all, 
As well you view the lecher in the tree, 
And well this honourable knight you ſee : 
But ſince he's blind and old, (a helpleſs caſe) 
His ſquire ſhall cuckold him before your face. 
Now, by my own dread majeſty I ſwear, 
And by this awful ſcepter which I bear, 
No impious wretch ſhall ſcape unpuniſh'd long, 
That in my preſence offers ſuch a wrong. 
| I will this inſtant undeceive the knight, 
| And, in the very act, reſtore his ſight : 
1 And ſet the ſtrumpet here in open view, 
A warning to theſe ladies, and to you, 
Aud all the faithleſs ſex, for ever to be true. 
| { And will you fo ? reply'd the queen, indeed! 
= Now, by my mother's ſoul, it is decreed, 
She ſhall not want an anſwer at her need. 
j For her, and for her daughters I'll engage, 
_  Audall the ſex in each ſucceeding 80 
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Art ſhall be theirs to varniſh an offence, 

And fortify their crimes with confidence. 
Nay, were they taken in a ſtrict embrace, 
Seen with both eyes, and pinion'd on the place, 
All they ſhall need is to proteſt and ſwear, 51 100 

Breathe a ſoft ſigh, and drop a tender ter; 
Till their wife huſbands, gull'd by arts like theſe, 
Grow gentle, tractable, and tame as geeſe. 

What tho' this ſland'rous Few, this Solomon,, 
Call'd women fools, and knew full many a one? 
The wiſer wits of later time declare, 

How conſtant, chaſte, and virtuous women are. 
Witneſs the martyrs, who reſign'd their breath, 
Serene in torments, unconcern'd in death; 

And witneſs next what Roman authors tell, 
How Arria, Portia, and Lucretia fell. 

But ſince the ſacred leaves to all are free, 
And men interpret Texts, why ſhou'd not we? 
By this no more was meant, than to have ſhewn, 
That ſov'reign goodneſs dwells in Him alone, 
Who only J, and is but only One. 

But gran the worſt ; ſhall women then be wengh-d- 

By ev'ry word that Solomon has faid ? » 

What tho” this king (as Hebrew ſtory boaſts) 

Built a fair temple to the Lord of hoſts ; 

He ceas'd at laſt his maker to adore, _ 

And did as much for idol gods, or more. 

Beware what laviſh praiſes you confer _ 

On a rank lecher, and idolater; 1 
200 __ _ Whoſe 
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Whose reign, indul gent God, ſays holy writ, 
Did but for David's righteous ſake permit; 
David, the monarch after heav'n's own mind, 
Who Yov'd our ſex, and honour'd all our kind. 

Well, I'm a woman, and as ſuch muſt ſpeak; 
Silence wou'd ſwell me, and my heart wou'd . 
Know then, 5 6 ſcorn. your dull authorities, | 
| Your idle wits, and all their learned lies; 

By heav'n, thoſe authors are our ſexes foes, 
Whom, in our right, I muſt, and will oppoſe. 

Nay (quoth the king) dear madam be not wroth ; 
I yield it up; but ſince I gave my oath, 

That this much-injur'd knight again ſhou'd ſee; 3 
= muſt be done l am a king, ſaid he, 
And one, whoſe faith has ever facred been. 
And fo has mine (ſhe ſaid) J am a queen! 
Her anſwer ſhe ſhall have, I undertake; 
And thus an end of all diſpute I make: 
Try when you liſt; and you ſhall find, my lord, 
It is not in our ſex to break our word. 5 
Wee leave them here in this heroic ſtrain, 

And to the knight our ſtory turns again; 
Who in the garden, with his lovely ay, 
Sung merrier than the cuckow or the jay: 
This was his ſong; © Oh kind and conſtant be, 
& Conſtant and kind il ever proye to thee.” 
Thus ſinging as he went, at laſt he drew _ 
By eaſy ſteps, to where the pear-tree grew: 
Ihe longing dame Jook'd up, and ſpy'd her love 
Full Ricdy perch'd among the boughs above. 


* 


She 


\ 


She ſtopp'd, and ſighing, Oh! good gods, he cry'd, 


What pangs, what ſudden ſhoots diſtend my fide ! 1 


O, for that tempting fruit, ſo freſh, ſo green; 

Help, for the love of heav'n's immortal queen? 

Help, deareſt lord, and fave at once the life 

Of thy poor infant, and thy longing wife! 

Sore ſigh'd the knight, to hear his lady's cry, 
But cou'd not climb, and had no ſervant nigh.- 

Old as he was, and void of eye-ſight too, 

What could, alas, the helpleſs huſband do ? 

And muſt I languiſh then (ſhe faid) and die, 

Vet view the lovely fruit before my eye? 

At leaſt, kind fir, for charity's ſweet ſake, 

Vouchfafe the trunk between your arms to take; 

Then from your back I might aſcend the tree, 

Do you but ſtoop, and leave the reſt to me. 
With all my ſoul, he thus reply'd again; 

Fd ſpend my deareſt blood to eaſe thy pain. 


With that, his back againſt the trunk he bent; 


She ſeiz'd a twig, and up the tree ſhe went. 

Now prove your patience, gentle ladies all, 
Nor let on me your. heavy anger fall : 
Tis truth I tell, tho” not in phraſe refin'd ; 
Tho' blunt my tale, yet honeſt is my mind. 
What feat the lady in the tree might do, 
I paſs, as gambols never known to you: 
But ture it was a merrier fit ſhe ſwore, 
That in her life ſhe ever felt before. 

In that nice moment, lo! the wond'ring knight 

Look'd out, and ſtood reftor'd to ſudden fight. 
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Straight on the tree his eager eyes he bent, 

As one whoſe thoughts were on his ſpouſe intent; 
But when he ſaw his boſom- wife ſo drefſt, 
His rage was ſuch as cannot be expreſt: FTE 

Not frantic mothers when their infants die, . 
With louder clamours rend the vaulted ſky : 
He cry'd, he roar'd, he ſtorm'd, he tore his hair; 
Death! hell! and furies ! what doſt thou do there? 

What ails my lord? the trembling dame reply'd;. 
I thought your patience had been better try'd : 

Is this your love ? Ungrateful and unkind ! 
This my reward, for having cur'd the blind ? 
Why was I taught to make my huſband ſee, 
By ſtruggling with a man upon a tree? 
Did I for this the pow'r of magic prove ? 
Unhappy wife, whoſe crime was too much love! 

If this be ſtruggling, . by this holy light, 

*Tis ſtruggling with a vengeance(quoth the knight: )- 
| So heav*n preſerve the fight it has reſtor'd, | 
As with theſe eyes I plainly faw thee whor'd; 
Whor'd by my ſlave. —Perfidious wreteh ! may hell 
As ſurely ſeize thee, .as I ſaw too well. 

Guard me, good angels! cry'd the gentle May, 
Pray heav'n, this magick work the proper way! | 
Alas, my love, tis certain, cou'd you ſee, 

Lau ne er had us'd theſe killing words to me. 
So help me fates, as tis no perfect ſight, : 
But ſome faint glimm'ring of a doubtful light. 
What I have ſaid, quoth he, I muſt maintain; 
For by th immortal pow rs it ſcem'd too plain. 
| By 
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By all thoſe pow'rs ſome frenzy ſeix d your mind, 
(Reply'd the dame) are theſe the thanks I'-find? 
Wretch that I am, that e'er I was toenail 

She ſaid; a riſing ſigh expreſs d her Oy | 
The ready tears apace began to'flow, - ak 
And as they fell, ſhe wip'd from vithev/s eye 
The drops (for women when they liſt, can ery. * 

The knight was touch'd, _— in 880 np * 
e 

ö Signs of remorſe, while thas his wan cheer'd. 
Madam, tis paſt, and my ſhort anger o'er ; 
Come down, and vex your tender heart no more: 
Excuſe me, dear, if aught amiſs was ſaid; 

For, on my ſoul, amends ſhall ſoon be made: 
Let my repentance your forgiveneſs draw, 
By heav'n, I fwore but what I thought I ſawr. 
Ah, myloy'd lord! *twas much unkind (the cry d) 
On bare ſiqpicion thus to treat your bride ; 
But till your ſight's eſtabliſh'd,. for a while, 

' Imperfect objects may your ſenſe beguile : | 
Thus when from fleep we firſt our eyes diſplay, 
The balls are wounded with the piercing ray, > 
And duſky vapours riſe and intercept the day : 
So juſt recov'ring from the ſhades of night, 
Your ſwimming eyes are drunk with ſudden light, 
Strange phantoms dance around, and ſkim before 

your ſight. | Y 
Then, fir, be cautious, nor too i dem - 


Heay'n knows how ſeldom ae are * the 7 
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Conſult your reaſon, and you ſoon ſhall find, 
Tas you were jealous, not your wife lth 
Fove ne er ſpoke oracle more true than this, | 
None judge fo wrong as thoſe who think amiſs. 
With that ſhe leap'd into her lord's embrace, 
With well-diſſembled virtue in her face: 4 
He hugg'd her cloſe, and kiſs'd her o'er and o'er, 
Difturb'd with doubts and jealouſies no more: 
Both, pleas'd and bleſt, renew d their mutual vows, 
A fruitful wiſe, and a believing ſpouſe. 
Thus ends our tale, whoſe moral next to make, 
Let all wiſe huſbands hence example take; 
And pray, to crown the pleaſure of their * 
* be ſo well en _ their wives... 
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High flights ſhe had, and wit at will: 
And fo her. tongue lay ſeldom ſtill : 
For in all viſits who but ſhe, 
To argue or to repartee ? 

She made it plain, that human. paſſion. 
Was order'd by predeſtination; 
That if weak women went aſtray, 
Their ſtars were more in fault than e Wi 
Whole tregedies ſhe had by heart ; | 
Enter'd into: Roxand's part : 
To triumph; in. her rival's blood, 
The action certainly was good. 
How like a vine young Ammon curl'd;. 
Oh that dear conqu'ror of the world! 
She pitied Betterton in age, e 
That ridicul'd the god-like rag. a5 
She, firſt of all the town was told, | 
Where neweſt India things were ſold, 
So in a morning, without, bodice, 
Slipt ſometimes out to Mrs. .Thaedy's ;. 
To cheapen tea, to buy a ſereen: 
What elſe cou'd ſo much virtue mean? 
For to prevent the leaſt reproach, 
Betty went with her in the coach. 

But when no very great affair 
Exciteq-her peculiar. care, 
She, without fail, was wak'd at ten; 
Drank chocolate, then ſlept again: 
At twelve ſhe roſe ; with much ado 
Her cloaths were huddled on by two; 


f 
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Then, does my lady dine at home ? 
Yes, ſure ; but is the colonel come? 
Next, how to ſpend the afternoon, 
And not come home again too ſoon ;.. _ 
The park, the city, or the play, 
As each was proper for the day; 
A turn in ſummer to Hhade- Park, . 
When it grew tolerably dark. b 
"Wife's pleaſure eauſes huſband's pain: 
Strange fancies come in Han's brain: | 
He thought of what he did not name; 
And would reform, .but durſt not: blame... 
At firſt he therefore preach'd his wife 
The comforts of / a; pious life: 
Told her how tranſient beauty was; 
That all muſt die, and fleſh was graſs: 
He bought her ſermons, pſalms and graces z. 
And doubled. down the uſeful places. 
But ſtill the weight of worldly care 
Allow'd her little time for pray'r: 
And Cleopatra was read er, 
While Scot, and Wale, and twenty more, 
That teach one to deny one's ſelf, 
Stood unmoleſted on the ſhelf. 
An untouch'd bible grac'd her toilet: 
No fear that thumb of her's ſhould ſpoil it. 
In ſhort, the trade was ſtill the ſame : 
The dame went out: the colonel came. 
What's to be done? poor Carvel cry'd: 
Another batt' ry muſt be try d: ä 
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What if to ſpells I had recourſe? 
*Tis but to hinder ſomething worſe. 
The end muſt juſtify the means: 
He only fins who ill intends: 
Since therefore *tis to combat evil, . 
*Tis lawful to employ the devil. 
Forthwith the devil did appear; 
(For name him and he's always near) 
Not in the ſhape in which he plies 
At miſs's elbow when the lies; 
Or ſtands before the nurs'ry doors, 
To take the naughty boy that roars : . 
But without ſaucer eye or claw, . 
Like. a grave barriſter at law. 

Hans Carvel, lay aſide your grief, 


I be devil ſays: I bring relief. 


Relief? ſays Hans pray let me crave 
Your name, ſir. Satan. — Sir, your ſlave 

L. did not look upon your feet: 

You'll pardon me : —— Ay, now I ſee't: 
And pray, fir, when came you from hell? 

Our friends there, did you leave them well? 

All well: but pr'ythee, honeſt Hans, 
(Says Satan) leave your complaiſance: 
The truth is this: I cannot ſtay 

Flaring in ſun-ſhine all the day : 

For, entre nous, we helliſh ſprites, 

Love more the freſco of the nights ; 
And oft'ner our receipts convey 

In dreams, than any other way. 


T'tell: _. > 
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F tell you therefore as a friend, 

Ere morning dawns, your fears mal end: 

- Go then this evening, maſter Carvel, 

Lay down your fowls and broach your | barrel 
Let friends and wine diſſolve your care; 
Whilſt I the great receipt-prepare: ——. 
_ To-night Fl] bring it, by my faith; 

Believe for once what Satan faith. 

Away went Hans glad not a little; 
Obey'd the devil to a tittle ; 
Invited friends ſome half a dozen, 

The colonel, and my lady's couſin. 
The meat was ſerv'd; the bowls were crown'd; 
Catches were ſung ; and healths went round: 
Barbadoes waters for the cloſe : 
Till Hans had fairly got his doſe : 
The colonel toaſted to the % + 
The dame mav'd off, to be undreſt: 
The chimes went twelve, the gueſts withdrew z 
But when, or how, Hans hardly knew. 
Some modern anecdotes aver, 
He nodded in his elbow chair ; 
From thence was carried off to bed : 
John held his heels, and Van his head. 
My lady was diſturb'd : new forrow ! 
Which Hans muſt anſwer for to-morrow, 
In bed then view this happy pair; _ 
And think how Hymen triumph'd there. 
Hans, fait aſleep, as foon as laid; 


The duty of the night unpaid : 


The: 
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The waking dame, with thoughts oppreſs'd, 
That made her hate both him and reſt : 
By ſuch a huſband, ſuch a wife! 
Twas Acme's and Septimius* life: 
The lady ſigh'd: the lover ſnor'd: 
The punctual devil kept his word: 
Appear'd to honeſt Hans again; 
But not at all by madam ſeen: 
And giving him a magick ring, 
Fit for the finger of a king ; 
Dear Hans, ſaid he, this jewel take,. 
And wear it long for Satan's ſake. 
_ *T'will do your buſineſs to a hair: 
For long as you this ring ſhall wear, 
As ſure as I look over Lincoln, | 
That ne'er ſhall happen which you think on. 
Hans took the ring with joy extreme; 
(All this was only in a dream) 
And thruſting it beyond his joint, 
Tis done, he cry'd: I've gain'd my point. 
What point, faid ſhe, you ugly beaſt ? 
You neither give me joy nor reſt; 
Tis done. — What's done, you drunken bear? 
You've thruſt your finger Gd knows where. 
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The Lovr looking for his Henk. | 


A T A L. E. 
By Mr. CON R E V E. 


10 befel : —a ſilly fwain,. 


Had fought his heifer long in vain ;. 
For wanton, ſhe had friſking ſtray'd, 


And left the lawn to ſeek the ſhade. 
Around the plain he rolls his eyes, — 
Then to the wood i in haſte he hies; 
Where ſingling out the talleſt tree, 
He climbs in hopes to hear or ſee. 


Anon, there chanc'd that way to paſs: 
A jolly lad and buxom laſs : 
The place was apt, the paſtime pleaſant ; 5: 
Occaſion with her forelock preſent : 
The girl agog, the gallant ready; 


So lightly down he lays my lady. 
But ſo ſhe turn'd, or ſo was laid, 


That ſhe ſome certain charms diſplay'd, 


Which with ſuch wonder ſtruck his ſight, 


(With wonder much; more with delight) 


That loud he cry'd, in rapture, What! 


What ſee I, Gods! what ſee I not! 
But nothing nam'd; from whence *tis gueſs· d, 
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The clown aloft, who lent an ear, i 0 | & 
Straight ſtopt him ſhort in mid career: 
And louder cry'd, Ho ! honeſt friend, 


That of thy ſeeing ſegſi no end; 
Da ſee the heifer that I feek "i 


F deft, pray be ſo kind to ſpeak. 


PauyL LIS 3 or the PROGRESS of Love. 
By Dean SWIFT. 


ESPONDING Phyllis was endu'd: 
X With every talent of a prude ; 
She trembled when a man drew near: 
Salute her and ſhe turn'd her ear; 
If o'er againſt her you were plac'd, 
She durſt not look above your wailt ; 
She'd rather take you to her bed, 
Than let you ſee her dreſs her head: 
In church you hear'd her thro” the crowd, 
Repeat the abſolution loud; 
In church, ſecure behind her fan, 
She durſt behold that monſter nan: 
There practis'd how to place her head, 
And bit her lips to make them red; 
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* 
Or, on the mat devoutly kneeling, + 
Would lift her eyes up to the ceiling, 
And heave her boſom, unaware, .T. 
For neighb'ring beaus to fee it bare. 
At length a lucky lover came, 
And found admittance to the dame. 
Suppoſe all parties now agreed, 
The writings drawn, the lawyer feed, 
The vicar and the ring beſpoke ; TO 
Gueſs, how cou'd ſuch a match be broke? 
See then, what mortals place their bliſs in ! 
Next morn, betimes, the bride was miſſing. 
The mother ſcream'd, the father chid ; 
Where can this idle. wench be hid? 
No news of Phy/ / The br eee came, 
And thought his bride had ſculk'd for Name ; $- 
Becauſe her father us'd:to ſay, | 
The girl had fach a baſhful b 
Nov John the butler muſt be ſent, 
To learn the road that Phyllis went. 
The groom was wiſh'd to ſaddle Crop ; ; 
For John muſt neither light, nor ſtop. 
But find her whereſoe'er ſhe fled, 
And bring her back alive or dead. 
See here again the dey'l to do; 
For, truly, John Was miſſing too. | 
The horſe and pillion both were gone! 
Phyllis, it ſeems, was fled with John. 
Old madam, who went up to find 
hat Fees 55 had left behind; 
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A letter on the toilet- ſees, 
To my much honour'd father — theſe, 
{' Fis always done, romances tell us, 
When daughters run away with fellows) 
Fill'd with the choiceſt common: places, 
By others us'd in the like caſes ; 
That, long ago, a fortune-teller 
« Exactly ſaid what now befel her 
« And in a glaſs had made her ſee 
« A ſerving-man of low degree. 
« It was her fate, mult be forgiven, 
« For marriages were made in heaven ? 
« His pardon begg'd ; but to be plain, 
« She'd dot, if *rwere to do again. _ 
« Thank God, *twas neither ſhame nor ſin, 
« For John was come of honeft kin. 
« Love never thinks of rich and poor, 
« She'd beg with John from door to door; 
« Forgive her if it be a crime, 
« She'll never do't another time. 
« She ne'er before in all her life, 
« Once diſobey'd him, maid or wife. 
« One argument ſhe ſumm'd up all in, 
« The thing was done and paſt recalling. ( 
« And therefore hop'd ſhe ſthou'd recover 
His favour when his paſſion's ever ! 
c She valu'd not what others thought her, 
< And was — his mo? obedient daughter.“ 
Fair maidens all attend the muſe, 
Who now the wand'ring pair purſues, 
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Away they Hole 3 in homely fort, 
Their journey long, their money FAR 15 
The loving couple well bemir'd; | 
The horſe and both the riders tir'd; + 
Their victuals bad, their lodgings worſe z 
_ -Phylery'd, and John began to curſe ; 
_ _ «Phyl wiſh'd that ſhe had ftrain'd a limb, 
When firſt ſhe ventur'd out with him : 
John wilh'd that he had broke a leg, 
When firſt for her he quitted Peg. 
But what adventures more befell em, 
The muſe has now no time to tell em, 
How Johnny wheadled, threatn'd, fawn'd : 
Till Phyllis all her trinkets pawn'd : 
How oft ſhe broke her marriage yows, 
In kindneſs to maintain her ſpouſe, 
Till ſwains unwholeſome ſpoil'd the trade; > 
For now the ſurgeon muſt be paid, 
To whom thoſe perquiſites are gone, 
In chriſtian juſtice due to John. 
When food and raiment now grew ſcarce, 
Fate put a period to the farce, E 
And with exact poetic juſtice; a 
For John is landlord, Phyllis hoſteſs: 
They keep, at . the Old Bluz Boar, 
Are cat and dog, and rogue and whore, 
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E1ITTLE MOUTHS, 
1 
By Dr. K ING. 


F London, Paul the carrier coming down 
To Wantage, meets a beauty of the town - 
They both accoſt with ſalutation pretty, 

As, how doſt Paul? Thank ye, and how doſt Betty ® 
Did'ſt ſee our Fach, nor ſiſter? no, you've ſeen 

I warrant, none but thoſe who faw the queen. 
Many words ſpoke in jeſt, ſays Paul, are true, 

I came from Winaſor, and if ſome folks knew 

As much as I, it might be well for you. 

Lord, Paul! what is*t ? Why give me ſomething for't, 


This kiſs, and this. The matter's then in ſhort, 


The parliament have made a proclamation, 
Which will this week be ſent all round the nation; 
That maids with little mouths do all prepare 

On Sunday next to come before the mayor, 

And that all bachelors be likewiſe there. 


For maids with little mouths ſhall, if they pleaſe, 


From theſe young men chuſe two a- piece. 
Betty, with bridled chin extends her face, 
And then contracts her lips with ſimp'ring grace, 
Cry'd, hem! pray what muſt all the huge ones do 
For huſbands, when we little mouths have two? 
Hold, not ſo faſt, cry'd he, pray pardon me, 
Maids with huge gaping wide mouths muſt have 
three. 


Betty 
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Betty 0 her face with hideous ſquall, 
And mouth of a foot wide began to bawl, 


Oh! ho! is't ſo? the caſe is alter'd, Paul. 
Is that the point? I wiſh the three were ten, 
J warrant I'll find Mouth if 2 71 find Aen. 
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PavLo PURGANT! and his Wipes, 
„ oP hg Fe & 
By Mr. P RIOR. 


EYOND the fix'd and ſettled rules 
Of vice and virtue in the ſchools, 


| Beyond the letter of the law, 


Which keeps our men and maids in awe, 
'The better ſort ſhou'd ſet before *em 


A grace, a manner, a decorum; 


Something that gives their acts a light: 


Makes em not only juſt, but bright; 


And ſets them in that open fame, 

Which witty malice cannot blame. 

For ttis in life, as *tis in painting: | 
Much may be right, yet much be wanting, 
From lines drawn true, our eye may trace 


A foot, a knee, a hand, a face : 
May 
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May juſtly own the picture wrought | 

Exact to rule, exempt from fault: 

Vet if the col'ring be not there, 

The Titian ſtroke, the Guido air; 

To niceſt judgment ſhow the piece; 

At beſt *twill only not diſpleaſe : 

It would not gain on Ferſey's eye; 

Bradford would frown, and ſet it by. 
Thus, in the picture of our mind, | 

The action may be well deſign” | rs 

Guided by law, and bound by dry, | 

Yet want this je ne ſcay quoi of beauty; 

And tho'-its errors may be ſuch, 

As Knags and Burgeſs cannot hit; 

It yet may feel the nicer touch 

Of Nycberh's or Gngreve's wit. 

What is tnis talk? replies a friend, 
And where will this dry moral end ? 
The truth of what you here lay down 
By ſome example ſhould be ſhown. —— 
ich all my heart, — for once; read on. 
An honeſt, but a ſimple pair 
(And twenty other I forbear) 

May ſerve to make this Thejzs clear, 

A doctor of great ſkill and fame, 

Pauls Purganti was his name, 

Had a good, comely, virtuous wife: 

No woman led a better life : 

She to intrigues was ev'n hard-hearted ; 

She chuckled when a bawd was carted: 
Vor. J. D 1 
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And thought the nation ne'er would thrive, _ k 
Till all the whores were burnt alive. F 
On marry'd men that dar'd be bad, 8 
She thought no mercy ſhould be had; 7 
They ſhou'd be hang'd, or ſtarv' d, or lead, A 


Or ſerv'd like Romyb prieſts in Swede. — | 8 
In ſhort, all lewdneſs ſhe defy'd : 45 
And ſtiff was her parochial pride. : B 


Yet in an honeſt way, the dame 
Was a great lover of that ſame ; ; 
And could from ſcripture take her cue, 1 
That huſbands ſhou'd give wives their due. A 
Her prudence did fo juſtly ſteer . | 
Between the 7 and the ſevere, T 


That if in ſome regards ſhe choſe | H 
To curb poor Paulo in too cloſe, 15 A, 
In others ſhe relax'd again, a 7 
And govern'd with a looſer rein. 1 5 
Thus tho' ſhe ſtrictly did confine 8 
The doctor from exceſs of wine | W 
Wich oyſters, eggs, and vermicelli, - | 
She let him almoſt burſt his belly : | | 0 
Thus drying coffee was deny d; Ou 
But chocolate that loſs eee Di, 
And for tobacco (who could bear it?) | Th 
Filthy concomitant of claret To 
(Bleſt revolution !) one might ſee To 
Eringo roots, and bohea tea. : Fie 
She often ſet the doctor's band, 1 
And ſtrok'd his beard, and ſqueez d his hand: He 


Kindly 
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| Kindly complain'd, that after noon - 
He went to pore on books too ſoon: 
She held it wholeſomer by much, 
To reſt a little on the couch 
About his waiſt in bed a-nights - 

She clung ſo cloſe for fear of ſprites, 

The doctor underſtood the call; 

But had not always wherewithal. 

The lion's ſkin too ſhort, you know, | 
(As Plutarch's morals finely ſhow) ets 
Was lengthen'd by the fox's tail: 

And art ſupplies, where ſtrength may fail, 

Unwilling then in arms to meet 
The enemy he could not beat ; 

He {trove to lengthen the campaign, 
And fave his forces by chicane. 

Fabius, the Roman chief, who thus 
By fair retreat grew Maximus, 

Shows us, that all that warrior can do 
With force inferior, is Cunctando. 

One day then, as the foe drew near, 
With love, and joy, and life, and dear; 
Our Don, who knew this tittle tattle, 
Did, ſure as trumpet, call to battle ; 8 
Thought it extremely 4 propos, 

To ward againſt the coming blow: 


7 % 


To ward : but how? ay, there's the queſtion : 


Fierce the aſſault, unarm'd the baſtion. 
The doctor feign'd a ſtrange ſurpriſe : 
He felt her pulſe ; he view'd her eyes; 
, D 2 
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That beat too faſt: theſe rowl'd too _ 
= ' She was, he ſaid, or would be ſick: 
| ie judg'd it abſolutely good, 
= That ſhe ſhould purge and ah her blood. 
S | Spa waters for that end were got: . 
If they paſt eaſily. or not, 
What matters it? the lady's fever, 
Continu'd violent as ever. 
For a diſtemper of this kind, 
(Blactmore and Hans are of my mind) 
If once it youthful blood infects, 
And chiefly of the female ſex ; 
Is ſcarce remov'd by pill or potion; _ 
Whate'er might be our doctor's notion. 
One luckleſs night then, as in bed | 
The doctor and the dame were laid 
Again this cruel fever came, e 
High pulſe, ſhort breath, and blood in dame. 
What meaſures ſhall poor Paulo keep 
With madam in this piteous taking? 
She, like Macibeth, has murder'd ſleep, 
And won't allow him reſt, tho* waking. 
Sad ſtate of matters! when we dare 
Nor aſk for peace, nor offer war; 
Nor Livy nor Comines have ſhone, 
What in this juncture may be done. 
. Grotius might own, that Paulb's caſe is 
Harder than any which he places 
Amongſt his Belli and his Pacis, 
= Fl 1 He 


—— 


$ bd , . . 
i | 8 

| - 2 Hh 

| 52 PAUL 
Nl - : 


y- 


AW 


* 
a. 


* 


PAULO PURGANTT AD us WIFE. 5 


| He ſtrove, alas! but ſtrove i in vain, | - 

By dint of logic to maintain, 15 

That all the ſex was born to grieve, | 

Down to her ladyſhip from Eve. 

He rang'd his tropes, and preach'd up patience 1 

Back'd his opinions with quotations, 

Divines and moraliſts; and run ye on 

Quite thro? from Seneca to Bunyan. © 
As much in vain he bid her try 
To fold her arms, to cloſe her eye: 

Telling her, reſt would do her good; 

If any thing in nature cou'd: 1 

So held the Grezks quite down from Cala, 

Maſters and princes of the calling : 

So all our modern friends maintain 

(Tho? no great Greets) in Warwick-lane. 
Reduce, my muſe the wand'ring ſong: 

A tale ſhould never be too long. 
The more he talk'd, the more ſhe burn d, 

And ſigh'd, and toſt, and groan'd and turm d? 

At laſt, I wiſh, ſaid ſhe, my dear —— * 

(And whiſper'd ſomething in his ear.) 

You wiſh ! wiſh on the doctor cries : 

Lord.! when will womankind be wiſe ? 

What, in your waters? are you mad? 

Why poiſon is not half fo bad. 1 

I'll do it — but I give you warning : 1 

| You'll die before to-morrow morning. 
Tis kind, my dear, what you adviſe, 
The Fwy with a ligh replies : e 
5 53 en ©2000. 
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But life, you know, at beſt is pain: 
And death is what we ſhould diſdain, : 
So do it therefore, and adieu : 

For I will die for love of you, — 

Let wanton wives by death be 3 
But to OP comfort, I'm prepar'd. 


Fe 


STREPHON AND CHLOE. 


F be all the town has rung; 

By ev'ry ſize of poets ſung: | 
80 beautiful a nymph appears e 
But once in twenty thouſand years : | 

By nature farm'd with niceſt care, 

And faultleſs ta a ſingle hair. F 

Her graceful mien, her ſhape, and face, 
Confeſs'd her of no mortal race: 

And then, ſo nice, and ſo genteel; 

Such cleanlineſs from head to heel: 

No humours groſs, or frowzy fteams, 

No noiſome whiffs,. or ſweaty ſtreams, 
Before, behind, above, below, . 

d from her taintleſs body flow. 


Would 
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Would ſo diſcreetly things diſpoſe, 
None ever ſaw her pl ck a roſe. 
Her deareſt comrades never caught her 
Squat on her hams to make maid's water. 
You'd ſwear, that ſo divine a creature 
Felt no neceſſities of nature. „ 
In ſummer, had ſhe walk'd the town? + e 
Her arm-pits would not ſtain her gown : 
At country-dances, not a noſe 4 
Could in the dog-days ſmell her toes. 
Her milk-white hands, both palms and 19 9 
Like iv'ry dry, and ſoft as Wax, 1 
Her hands, the ſofteſt ever felt, 
Tho' cold would burn, tho* dry would melt. 
Dear Venus hide this wond'rous maid. 
Nor let her looſe to ſpoil your trade. 
Whilſt ſhe engroſſeth ev'ry ſwain, 
You but o'er half the world can reign. 
Think what a caſe all men are now in, 
What ogling, ſighing, toaſting, vowingg 
What powder'd wigs! what flames and darts ! 
What hampers full of bleeding hearts! | 
What ſword-knots ! what poetic ſtrains ! 
What billet-deux, and clouded canes ! 
But Strephon ſigh'd ſo loud and Oy" 
He blew a ſettlement along: n 
And bravely drove his rivals down | 
With coach and fix, and houſe in town. 


®* Though deep, yet clear, ce. Denham. 
I < The 
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The baſhful nymph no more withſtands, 
Becauſe her dear papa commands. ; 
The charming couple now unites : 
Proceed we to the marriage rites. 

Imprimis, at the temple porch 
Stood Hymen, with a flaming ene 0 
The ſmiling Gyprian goddeſs brings 
Her infant loves with purple wings: 
And pigeons billing, ſparrows treading, — 
Fair emblems of a fruitful wedding. 
The muſes next in order follow, 
Conducted by their ſquire Apollo. E 1A 
Then Mercury with filver tongue, 
And Habe, goddeſs ever young. „ 1 al 
Behold the bridegroom and his bride,” +4 ano 
Walk hand in hand, and ſide: by ſide; © 
She by the tender graces dreſt, 5 80 
But he by Mars, in ſcarlet veſt. Tell 
The nymph. was cover'd with her 8 | 
And Phebus ſung the Epithalamium. +. 
And laſt, to make the matter ſure, 
Dame Juno brought a prieſt demure. 
Luna} wes abſent, on pretence 
Her time was not till nine months hence. 

The rites perform' d, the parſon paid, 
In ſtate return'd the 8 0 parades, 


= A weil which che ae brides won 8 N 
when they were going to be married. 
+ A marriage ſong at wweddingse 
t Diana, goddeſs of midwives, | 
Ky 1 With, 
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With loud huzzas from all the boys. 
That, now the pair muſt crown their j s 
But ſtill the hardeſt part „ 

Strephon had long perplex'd his brains, 17 * 

How with fo high a nymph he might 8 

Demean himſelf the wedding- night: 

For, as he view'd his perſon round,  , _ 

Meer mortal fleſh was all he found: 3 

His hands, his neck, his mouth, and feet, . | 

Were duly waſh'd to keep them ſweet; 

(Wich other parts that ſhall be nameleſs, 

The ladies elſe might think me ſhameleſs. þ 5 

The weather and his love were hot; | 

And ſhou'd he ſtruggle, I know What —— | 

Why let it go, if I muſt tell it? 

He'll ſweat, and then the nymph may ! dell it. 

While ſhe a goddeſs, dy'd in gran, 

Was unſuſceptible of ſtain: 

And, Yenus-like, her arne ſkin 5 

Exhal'd Ambroſia from within: 

Can ſuch a deity endure 

A mortal human touch impure? 

How did the humble ſwain deteſt 

His prickly beard, and hairy breaft ! 

His night-cap, border'd round with lace, 

Could give no ſoftneſs to his face. 

Yet, if the goddeſs could be kind, 

What endleſs raptures muſt he find! 

And goddeſſes have now and then 

Come down to viſit mortal men: 

| D 5 To 
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Ju0ů0o viſit and to court them too: 
A certain goddeſs, God knows who, 


(As in a book he heard it read) 
Took col'nel Peleus to her bed. 
But, what if he ſhould loſe his life 
By vent'ring an his heav'nly wife? 
For, Strephon could remember well, 
That, once he heard a ſchool-boy tell, 
How Semele of mortal race, 
By thunder dy'd in Feve's'embrace : 
And, what if daring Strephon dies 
By lightning ſhot from Chlee's eyes? 
While theſe reflections fill'd his head, 
The bride was put in form to bed, 


He follow'd, ſtript, and in he crept, 
But awfully his diſtance kept. 


Now, Ponder well ye parents dear; 
Forbid your daughters guzzling beer : 
And make them ev'ry afternoon 
Forbear their tea, or drink it ſoon "Lia 
That, ere to bed they venture up, 
They may diſcharge it every ſup : 

If not, they muſt in evil plight 
Be often forc'd to riſe at night. 


| Keep them to wholeſome food confin'd, 


Nor let them taſte what cauſes wind ; 


( Tis this “ the ſage of Samos means, 


Forbidding his diſciples beans.) 


* 4 well-known precept of Pythagoras, not to eat beans. 
O, think 
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O, think what evils muſt enſue; - 

Miſs Moll the jade will burn it blue: n 
And when ſhe once has got the art, he 
She cannot help it for her heat; 
But, out it flies, een when ſhe meets 
The bridegroom in the — theets; 5 
Carminatiue * and Diuretick T: 1 8 re 4 
Will damp all paſſion \ympathetick : 4 
And, love fuch nicety requires, _ 
One 4laf will put out all his fires. | 
Since huſbands get behind the ſcene, 
The wife ſhould ſtudy to be clean; | 
Nor give the ſmalleſt room to guess i 
The time when wants of nature pres; 
But, after marriage, practiſe more wy F 
Decorum than ſhe did before af gl yh 
To keep her ſpouſe deluded ſtil, NN 
And make him fancy what ſhe will. e 
In bed we left the married pair: 4 5 be f 
"Th time to ſhow how things went there. "4 l 11 7 0 
Strephon, who had been often *. 5 
That fortune ſtill aſſiſts the bolcg. 
Reſolv'd to make his firſt attack © 
But Chloe drove him kiercely back. 1 Fi 
How could a nymph ſo chaſte as —_ l 
With conſtitution cold and ſnowy, ; 
Permit a brutiſh man to touch her? 
Ev'n lambs by inſtinct fly the butcher. 


4 FAX #' 


* Medicines to break wind. 
9 n to provoke urine. 
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Is what our mats claim — — e 
And Chloe, tis by all agreed, 5 1 
Was maid in thought, in word, and deed; 
Vet ſome aſſign a diff rent reaſon ; Ws, 
That 'Strephon,, choſe no proper ſeaſon. TY 

Say, fair ones, muſt I make a pauſe, 
Or freely tell the ſecret cauſe ? 

Twelve cups of tea (with grief k ſpeak), 
Had now conſtrain'd the nymph to leak.. 
This point muſt needs be, ſettled firſt : 

The bride muſt either void or burſt. 
Then ſee the dire effect of peaſe! 51 

Think what can give the cholick eaſe! 

The nymph oppreſt before, behind, 

As ſhips are toſt by waves and wind, 
Steals out her hand, by nature led, 

And brings a veſſel into bed: 

Fair utenſil, as ſmooth, and White 

As Gbbe's ſkin, almoſt as bright. n 

Strephon, who heard the fuming rill . 9 
As from a moſſy cliſt diſtil: 5 
Cry'd out, ye gods, "what ſound is this 20 

Can Chlbe, heav'nly Chloe, ps? 
But when he ſmelt a noiſome ſteaem 
Which oft attends that luke-warm ſtream; 3 

(Salerno both together j joins; 3 1 ? 9 
As ſov'reign med cines for the loins) 15 


was © 


®* Yide Schol. Salern. Rules of Health, written by the ſchool 
of: Salernum; 
ere cum bumbis res 54 22 lumbis. . 
. | And. 
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And tho? contriv'd, we may ſuppoſe... 
To flip his ears, yet ſtruck his noſe: 


He found her, whilſt the ſcent increas d, 


As mortal as himſelf at leaſt. 
But, ſoon with like occaſions preſt, 
He boldly ſent his hand in queſt _ 
_ (Infpir'd with courage from his bride) 
To reach the pot on tother fide. 
And as he fill'd the reeking vaſe, 
Let fly a rowzer in her face. 1 
The little Capid how ring round. 
(As pictures prove) with garlands crown OY 
Abaſh'd. at what they ſaw and heard, 

Flew off, nor ever more appear d. 
Adieu to raviſhing delights, „ 
| High raptures, and romantick. lights; 3 

To goddeſſes ſo heav'nly ſweet, | 
Expiring ſhepherds at their feet; 
To filver meads and ſhady bow'rs,. 
Dreſt up with Amaranthine flow'rs. 
How great a change! how quickly made! 
They learn to calb a ſpade, a ſpade. 
They ſoon from all conſtraint are freed; 
Can ſee each other do their need. 
On box of cedar ſits the wife, | „„ 
And makes it warm for deareſt Iife.. 
And, bya beaſtly way of thinking, 
Find great ſociety in ſtinking. 
Now Strephon daily entertains 
His Chloe in the homeli'ſt ſtrains: 
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And 


And Chloe, more perde grown? 3 
With int'reſt pays him back his Own. 
No maid at court is Jeſs aſham'd, 
Howe'er for ſelling bargains Fan, 
'Than ſhe, to name her parts behind, 
Or, when a- bed, to let out wind. 

Fair Decency, celeſtial maid, 
Deſcend from heav'n to beauty's aid: 
Tho? beauty may beget defire, 

Tis thou muſt fan the lover's fire: 
For beauty, like ſupreme dominion, 
Is beſt ſupported by opinion: 

If decency brings no fupplies, 
Opinion falls, and beauty dies. 

To ſee ſome radiant nymph appear 
In all her glitt'ring birth-day gear, 
You think ſome goddeſs from the ſky 
Deſcended, ready cut and dry: 
But, ere you ſell yourſelf to e 3 
Conſider well what may come after; x” 
For fine ideas vaniſh faſt, | 
While all the groſs and filthy laſt, 

O, Strephon, ere that fatal day 
When Cloe ſtole your heart away, 
Had you but through a cranny ſpy'd 
On houſe of eaſe your future bride, 
In all the poſtures of her face, 
Which nature gives in ſuth a caſe ; 


Diſtortions, groanings, ſtrainings, nge 


'Twere better you had lickt her leavings, 


STREPHON AND CHLOE. 


Than from experience find too late 
Vour goddeſs grown a filthy mate. 
Your fancy then had always dwelt 


On what you ſaw and what you ſmelt ; 


Would {till the ſame ideas give ye, 
As when you ſpy'd her on the privy. 
And, ſpite of Chlee's charms divine, 
Your heart had been as whole as mine. 
Authorities, both old and recent,, 
Direct that women mult be decent; 
And from the ſpouſe each blemiſh hide 
More than from all the world beſide. 
Unjuſtly all our nymphs complain, 
Their empire holds fo ſhort a reign z, 
Is after marriage loſt ſo ſoon, 
It hardly holds the honey-moon : 


For, if they keep not what they caught, 


It is entirely their own fault. | 
They take poſſeſſion of the crown, 


And then throw all their weapons down : * 


Tho! by the politician's ſcheme, 
Whoe'er arrives at pow'r ſupreme, 


Thoſe arts by which at firſt they gain it, 


They ſtill muſt practiſe to maintain it. 


What various ways our females take, 


To paſs for wits before a rake ! 

And, in the fruitlefs ſearch, purſue 
All other methods but the true. 
Some try to learn polite behaviour, 


By reading books againſt their Saviour: 


1 wm | - - © 1 


4 STREPHON. AND, CHLOE: 


=. Some call it. witty to > ee e 
| I TT Sairees ono cn 
Some ſhew they never vant explains. Tory 
To comprehend a double meaning: 3 5 
But ſure a tell-tale out of ſchool, _ _ F ; . 55 
Is of all wits the greateſt fool! 
Whoſe rank imagination ls. / 
Her heart, and from her lips diſtills: 
You'd think ſhe utter'd from behind, 
Dr at her mouth was breaking wind... 
| | Why is a handſome wife ador d 1 
= By ev'ry coxcomb, but her lord * 
5 From yonder puppet-man enquire, 1 
8 Who wiſely hides his wood and wire: 
| She Shebd's Queen compleatly dreſty - 
0 And Solamon in royal veſt; | 
= But, view them litter'd. on the floor, .. 
Or hung on pegs behind the door; We 
Punch is exactly of. a piece 
With Lorrain's duke, and. prince of Greece. | 
A prudent 8 ſhauld. forecaſt - | 
How long the ſtuff is like to laſt ; 
And carefully obſerve the ground, 
To build on ſome foundation ſound: 
hr What houſe, when its materials. crumble, ul 
| 4 Muſt not inevitably tumble? 
What edifice can long endure, 
Rais'd on a baſis unſecure? 4 
- Raſh mortals, ere you take a wife, ga 
Contrive your pile to laſt for life; | 
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Since beauty ſcarce endures a day,  _ _: -. 

And youth ſo ſwiftly glides away | 

Why will you make yourſelf a bubble ie 

To build on ſand, with hay and ſtubble 5 
On ſenſe and wit your paſſion Wund, 

By decency cemented round; 

Let prudence with good- nature ſtriye, 6 

To keep eſteem and love alive. 

Then come old- age hene er it will, 

Your friendſhip ſhall continue ſtill: 

And thus a mutual gentle fire, 

Shall never but with life expire. 


TRE AMOROUS | GROOM. 
A TALE: 


From 14 FONTAINE. 


A King, in youthful charms array d, | 
Fair Lombardy's bright ſcepter "_ d. 

The kings of this ſame country gain 

Frequent admittance to my brain; 

But honeſt, Baccace often ſhews em 

So a- propos, one can't refuſe m. 

Tis fit that you this hint ſhould bead, 

Before we venture to procee. 
The king, if we may credit fame, 

Eſpous d a ſoul-enchanting dame, 


* 
1 r 


AS 
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As . as prudent, and as fair, 
As queens in our romances are. 
Her eyes no glance could ever dart, 
But ſome poor gazer loſt his heart; 
New dawning charms each tay diſcovers, 
And half her ſubjects were her lovers. 
You'll think, when theſe fine things are faid, 
She needs muſt bleſs her monarch's bed. s 
BY And certain *tis, no royal ſheets 
= FEe'er prov'd the ſcenes of ſofter ſweets . 
But Cupid, who delights in malice, 
And lov'd to roam about the palace, 
As he was whiſking round his link, 
| | Juſt where the floor diſclos'd a chink, 
ir Shook out a ſpark, tis far from * 
And down it dropt into the ſtable; 
And ſtill accuſtom'd to conſume, 
Fir'd the Præcordia of a-groom ; 
Another wou'd have ſaid, his heart; 
But ſurely if nice terms of art 
Can ſometimes happen to fall pat in, 
"They'll ſhew at once our wit and Latin. 
This very groom, well call him Peter, 
Since that's a name will ſuit our metre; 
This groom, I ſay, with many _— 
Paſs'd for a very dapper blade; 0010 
His well-turn'd perſon and his ee an Of 
Had ſuch a knack at ſtealing hearts, 
That all the virgins where he came, 
Were languiſhing to loſe that name. 


* 
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But what was more engaging yet, 2 
My author ſays the youth had wit; 
And well he made it ſoon appear, my 
As in the ſequel you ſhall hear. PO Oe? 
This ſpark, when he beheld the queen, F 
Was raviſh'd at her matchleſs mien; 
Her eyes had ſhot him to the foul, _ 5 8 
And his heart kindled like a llt. 
He ſigh'd, and gnaw'd'his nails — What then? 
Why then, he ſigh'd and gnaw'd again. . 2 
Gupid was touch'd to ſee this potberr,,, 
As much as if he'd been his brother: 
Obſequious to his aid he fled, 
And perch'd unſeen upon his head; 6 
Where, in leſs time than lavryers batch up © 
Some lucky lye, their cauſe to patch up, 
He fill'd his brain with ſuch vagaries, 
As ſoon diminiſh'd his quandaries. 
For Cupid diſciplines fo well, 
He'll make an oaf a Machiavel, 
And daily furbiſh up more ſages, 
Than ſchools can hammer out in ages. 
You call for proof —why, if I need it, 
This tale's my voucher, pleaſe to read it. 
Our love-fick brother of the manger 
| Now hooted at the thing call'd danger, 
And yet he wiſely thought it good, 
To be as cautious as he cou'd; 
Tho? bleſs'd with bronze, he thought it ruin 
Jo tell the queen what he'd be doing, 
| Becauſe 
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Why love ſhould talk him into treaſonn 
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Becauſe he knew, her majeſty. . n eat M $119 
Would never yield extei mpore: > zotbuk 117 
But rather he might apprehend, eto od How : ed 
His ſuit would haſte his latter end, 1 81 
And, therefore, he could ſee „ 4) a 


Nor did he think it one jot wa Mid apes not 
To ſcrawl his paſſion. in a letter, oy 20 
For letters oſt have caus'd the writers 
To curſe the day they were enditers. b 
To ſuch a ſituation drove, FLO 
Between the gallows and his be. | 8 26x 
How did he this dilemma 1 
Why, truly like a man of mettle + - 


Thought he, my paffion, if I falterr 


Will prove as fatal as a halter, 
And ſince tis very plain I may die, 
Or, by the hangman, or the lady; 
Eipid conduct me to her bel, 
To make me talk'd of when. I'm FRE en Eat 
The god, who heard this pious prayer, 


| Refolv'd to make the buſineſs. bear, 


And how his pupil he did chear up, 
A paragraph or two-ſhall clear us. 
In Lombardy, friend Baccace ſays, el 460) 
By the fix d cuſtom. of choſe days, + me} 
The king and queen lay oft 3 * bnf 
But this we think no mighty üb b „ 
Becauſe, if fame the truth reports, Ts 
*Tis much the ſame in modern courts... 


WI 


oY 4 


* 


His majeſty, tis likewiſe aid. 
Whene'er he took it in his head, 

To chear his queen an hour or more, 
Tript ſoftly to the chamber- door, | 


Where a ſage matron, plac'd in waiting, 


Would often let the monarch late in, 
Looſe in his gown, as wiſely guefling 


*T would fave ſome moments in undrefling, 


The reader too muſt underſtand, 
A taper glimmer'd in his hand, 


Leſt he ſhould ſtumble on ſome plank ill, 


And bruiſe an eye, or ſprain an ancle; 
But yet fo feeble was the blaze, 


The devil ſcarce cou'd know his face. 


The crone, who knew what he deſir'd, 
Receiv'd the taper and retir'd ; 85 
This was the practice, then well-known, 
And ev'ry nation has its own. 
Peter, who manag'd not his wit ill, 
Knew the whole cuſtom to a tittle, 
And ſoon accoutred in this gear, 

He at the portal did appear; 

The monarch's rap he had ſo trim, 


The good duenna thought twas him z / 


She op'd the door, and took his light, 


Then wiſh'd the mimic king good night, 


Bleſſing her ſtars for this kind hap 
That gave her gummy eyes a nap. 
Our wag had nothing now to dread, 
But that the king might come to bed; 


*'T was 
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*T'was dangerous to be too heedleſs, 1 11 
But, for that time, his fears were ee 
Laſt morn, the monarch. roſe at four 
To rouſe with hounds and horn the boar; 
He ne'er had hunted down a bigger, 

And left himſelf fo little vigour, 

That the kind reader may conclude, 

He thought his viſit would be rude, 

At leaſt, till midnight hours were paſt, 
Love's cheer he could not hope to taſte. 

And now, what youth, ſo near the bleſſing, 
Would think of aught elſe but undreſſing? 
This Peter did, and had you ſeen him, 
You'd wonder how he cou'd fo clean him, 
His linen was ſo lilly neat, | 
And with rich eſſence made fo ſweet, 

That had you view'd him in the room, 
When he did firſt put off the groom, 
You wou'd have ſworn, to ſee the man drefs, 
Venus herſelf had been his laundreſs. 

But not to tire yqu on that head, 

Peter we'll now ſuppoſe in bed. 

But here, *tis fit we tell our readers, 
One of the real king's procedures. 
The monarch, oft, when ſtate-affairs 

Perplex'd his head with royal cares, 
When officers in truſt were thieviſh, 
Or if his houſhold made him peeviſh, 
Wou'd claſp his conſort in his arms, 


And ſilently enjoy her charms, 


And 
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And tho' ſhe made his ſpirits flutter, 
The devil of a word he'd utter. 


71 


Th' obſequious queen, without much conch, 


Cou'd eaſily diſpenſe with ſpeeching ; 
A lover, right in other matters, 


May pleaſe the more, the leſs he chatters. 8 


This lucky circumſtance however, 
For Peter was compleatly clever, 
And he improv'd it to the beſt, 
Nor need the muſe relate the reſt ; 
Only, that in thoſe myſtic caſes, 
That have relation to embraces, 
Fame, if we dare to truſt her, ſings 


One groom is worth two brace of kings. 


The queen, it then may be believ'd, 
Some diff*rence, at that time, perceiv'd. 
Surpriz'd at ſo much am'rous play, 
She thought her monarch ſtrangely gay, 

And fancy'd that his choler might 
Make him exceed himſelf that night. 
Heav'n, in its gifts, is always juſt, 
Nor will, to one, all talents truſt ; 
An emperor of ſome great nation, 
Has virtues proper for his ſtation, 
A lawyer too, has all his paces, 
And clears, and often puzzles caſes; _ 
As to love's ſports, without an oath, 
A ſingle groom excels them both. 
Our gallant, having oft repeated 
His briſk attack, at laſt retreated ; 


* 
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He thought it wiſdom to be gone 
E' er morn's bright pinners were put on, 


And therefore, lighted on by no ray, 
Got out of bed before Aurora. 


Here love had taught his happy ſtudent, 


To be, what few are, bleſs'd and prudent, 
For had he ſtay'd five minutes more, bY 
He'd met the monarch at the door. 

The monarch? — pray what's this you ve ſaid? 


I thought he went fatigu'd to bed. 


?Tis true; the reader there is right, 


But he was not fatigu'd all night, 
And therefore, ere the dawn was ſeen, 
He paid a viſit to the queen. 

Her majeſty, who heard him enter, 
Was much ſurpriz'd at this e,, 
And more to be ſo little cloying 


That he was ſtill inclin'd to toying: 


My deareſt lord, ſaid ſhe, it ſeems 

Vour fondneſs prompts you to extremes; 

But tho? I own this kind proceeding, 

Beſpeaks the heighth of royal breeding, 

I would not, for your kingdom's wealth, 

Permit you to impair your health : 

You're dearer to me than my eyes, Sir, 

And fix careſſes will ſuffice, Sir; 

Beſides, your majeſty well knows, 

'Tis not ten minutes fince you roſe. 
The monarch now, as he lay moping, 


| Began to ſmoke ſome interloping; 


But 
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But ſince he reliſh'd not the jeſt,' © 
He thought that ſilence wou'd be beſt. 
And id, as faſt as he was able, 
He tripp'd directly to the ſtable ; 5 
Well judging, that no courtier beau 
Had in love's feats eclips'd him ſo. 5 9 e 
I have, ſays he, much cauſe to irs"? un e 
My luſty rival may be here, 6 0 e 
And tho* no outward marks dif bay hu 
| His palpitation will betray him. 9 
It happen'd that the king, this IG: 
Forgot to bring his waxen light, 
And therefore grop'd along the gloom, * 
And felt about from groom to groom. 
Peter, who heard him in the hay, 
Sweat ſtreams of Aſa Fat, Fl 
And ſlept dog's ſleep, as people ſay. 
The good prince hoping to diſcover, 

By his high pulſe, the happy lover, eb 
Choſe a good thought for his director, | 
And was not croſs'd in his conjecture, 

But quickly laid his hand on Peter, 
And felt him ſcorch like any heater. 
The monarch having found his man, 
A ſecond ſcheme of thought began; 
He meant to know him in the morning, 
That grooms might by his fate take warning. 


He found, by ſtretching out his leg, 


A pair of ſciflars on a peg, 1 
Vol. I. E Which 
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On et for his Aero ule. 
Tis well, thought he, I'Il mark the trol, 

So clipt a lock from Pater's poll, 
The king, thus having gain'd his aim, 
Pok'd off as ſoftiy as he came, . 
Tho? ſhort of what: he hed dend, 

Becauſe he left the loc behindg | 
And Peter, to prevent diſaſter, 
Determin'd to out- wit his maſter; 

So crept to each companion's bed, 

And ſnipt a lock from ev 'ry head. 

Now morning ſhines, the king admires 

To ſee his grooms all cropt like friars:; 
And has my ſpouſe, thinks he, and raves, 
This night careſs'd theſe ſixteen ſlaves? 
No, ſure, for this would make my queen a 
Worſe prodigy. than Malus. 
Well, firs, ſaid: he, with ſmoother brow, 
Whoe'er has done the deed, but now, 
Let him be ſilent, and refrain 

From going he knows where again. 
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e en Lam by nature 

I wiſely ehuſe to walk nn 
However, to avoid diſgrace, au 
I let no creature ſee my face. 

My words are few, but ſpoke with = 3 
And yet my ſpeaking gives offence : + 
Or, if to whiſper T preſume, 
The company will fly the room. 

By all the world I am oppreff, 

And my oppreſſion gives them reſt, 
Through me, tho' ſore againſt my will, 
Inftrufors ev'ry art inftil, 

By thouſands I am fold and bought, | 
Who neither get nor loſe a groat; 
For none, alas ! by me can gain, 
But thoſe who give me greate/? pain. 

Shall man preſume to be my maſter, 
Who's but my caterer and taſter ? 

Yet tho' I always have my will, 

I'm but a mere depender ſtill: 
An humble hanger-on at beſt ; 
Of whom all people make a je. 

In me, detractors ſeek to find 
Two vices of a diff*rent kind: 
E 2 
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4 
I m too profuſe, ſome cens'rers cry, 
And all I get, I let ii fy: 
While others give me many a curſe, 
Becauſe too cloſe I hold my purſe. 
But this I know, in either caſe, 
They dare not charge me to my fare. 
Dis true, indeed; ſometimes I /ave, - 
Sometimes run out of all I have; 
But when the-year is at an end, 
Computing what I get and Jhend, 
My goings out, and comings in, 
I cannot find I loſe or win; 
And therefore all that know me, ſay, 
I juſtly keep the midale way. „ 
I'm always by my betters led; 
T laſt get up, and firſt a-bed; 
Tho', if I riſe before my time, 
The learn'd in ſciences ſublime, 
Conſult the ſtars, and then foretell 
Good luck to thoſe with whom I dwell. | 
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HIP; DREAM. 
By Mr. HENRY BAKER. 


O her couch, one ſummer's day, 
Beauteous, youthful Kitty lay: 
Jenus ſaw her from above, 
(Smiling Venus, queen of love: Tz 
Amaz'd at each celeſtial grace, 
Her poliſh'd'limbs,, her blooming face; 
Come here, my fon, ſhe faid; and ſee 
One you might have took for me. 
Roguiſh Cupid, laughing, cries,. 
O give me leave to quit the ſkies, 
And make that heav'nly maiden prove FED 
The various myſteries of love : 
The cloſe embrace, the juicy kiſs, 
The raging, dying; melting bliſs. MY 
Jenus conſented; go, my boy, | ta | 
Make her know the heighth of joy, *- © 

Away the archer and his train 5 
Sport along th' etherial plain. 

Now, around the ſleepin 8 fair, 
A thouſand Cupids fill the air; 
In her boſom ſome inſpire 
Tender wiſhes, warm deſire; 
Some in balmy kiſſes ſip 


Nectar from her glowing Bs 5 5 


=” .. KITTY's DREAM. 
Her wich heaving ſnowy breaſt, 
Some with wanton ardor preſt; 
 . Twining round her flender waiſt, 
Some with eager joy embrac d; 
While at random others rove 
Through the fragrant groves of love. 
While thus the god his revel keeps, 
Kitt, happy virgin! ſleeps : 
A pleaſing dream her foul employs, 
Rich with imaginary joys. 
She thinks Sir Cherks upon his 3 | 
Beſeeching her to give him eaſe ; | 
That the difdainful looks a while ; 
At length with a complying ſmile | 
His fears diſpelling, lets him ſee 
She burns with love as well as he: 
That folded in his eager arms, 
He boldly rifles all her charms, 1 
55 While the returns the warm embrace, 94 
Breaſt to breaſt, and face to face! 8 
Sighing, ſhe wakes : ah, love ! ſhe cries, 
How vaſt muſt be thy real joys! 
When thus divinely great they en, 
Thoꝰ but imagin'd in a dream ! 
Scarcely this reflection o'er, 
A footman thunders at the door : 
Kitty, diſorder d, leaves her couch, 
And Betty tells the knight's approach. 
He enters with becoming grace, 


_ Sluſhes aa her face . 


KITTY" DREAM. ge 


In a ſoft otrfuaſive {train 5 

He begs her to relieve his pain: ___ -, 
Nothing ſhe ſays ; but from her eyes 
He learns that nothing ſhe denies. 
Encourag'd thence, her lips, her breaſt 

He tries, and wanders o'er the reſt; 

The glowing maid, no longer coy, 

Gives an unbounded looſe to joy; 

Around him folds her ſnowy arms, 

At once beſtowing all her charms: . 


And now, this happy couple prove 
All the ſubſtantial fweets of love, 


While thouſand Cupids, laughing by, 0 


Aſſiſt their bliſsful ecſtag . 

Looſen'd from his fond embrace, lt ef? 
My dream, ſhe cries, is ms Aion Fn — 
And did my charmer dream of this? 


(Sir Charles replies, and takes a kifs) + 
Henceforth, whene'er you _— mw 4 


Let me * e | 
Ka; | 

* * 5 
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CASSINUS AND PETER. 
| A TA E. 
45" Dean . 1 P Te 


T WO college ſophs, of Cambridge PANE 5 
Both ſpecial wits, and lovers both, 
Conferring as they us'd to meet, | 
On love and books, in rapture ſweet ; 

_ (Muſe, find me names to fit my SEO 
Coffinus this, and t'other Peter. 

Friend Peter to Cafſmus goes, 

To chat a- chile, and warm his noſe: 

But, ſuch a ſight was never ſeen, 

The lad lay fivallow'd up in "= SL, ofa 
He ſeem'd as juſt crept out of bed; 

One greaſy ſtocking round his head, : 

The other he fat down to darn 8» 
With threads of diff rent- colour'd yarn, 
His brechees torn, expoſing wide 

A ragged ſhirt, and tawny hide. 


- . Scorch'd were his ſhins, his legs were bare, 


But well embrown'd with dirt and hair. 
A rug was o'er his ſhoulders thrown ; 
A rug ; for night-gown he had none, 
His jordan ſtood in manner fitting 


\ Between his legs, to ſpew or ſpit in, 


His ancient pipe in fable dy'd, 
And half unſmoak'd lay by his ſide. 


. W : 
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Him, thus accoutred, Peter found, i 
With eyes in ſmoak and weeping drown'd; - - 
The leavings of his laſt night's poet 
On embers plac'd, to drink it hot. 
Why, Ca, thou wilt doze thy pate: 
What makes thee lie a-bed ſo late? _ 
The finch, the linnet, and the thruſh, _ 
Their mattins chant in ev'ry buſh : . 
And, I have heard thee oft falute - 
Aurora with thy early flute. 
Heaven ſend thou haſt not got the. hyps — - 
How! not a word come. from thy lips? 
Then, gave him ſome familiar thumps, , 
A college joke, to cure the dumps. 
The ſwain at laſt, with grief oppreſt, i 
Cry'd Cælia thrice, and ſigh'd the reſt. 
Dear Cafy, tho' to aſk I dread, | 
Yet, aſk I muſt : — is Cælia dead? 
How happy I, were that the worſt ! . | 
But I was fated to be curſt. | i 
Come, tell us, has ſhe, play d the 8 ? 10 £6 
O, Peter wou'd it were no more! 
Why, plague confound her ſandy locks: | 
Say, has ſhe the ſmall or greater pox; . 
Sunk down her noſe, or ſeam'd her face? 
Be eaſy, tis a common caſe; . 
O, Peter ! beauty's but a varniſh, 
Which time and accidents will nd: 
But Czha has contriv'd to blaſt 
Thoſe ne that might ever laſt. a 
„„ Nor 
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Nor can imaginatio 
Nor elaquence divine WR + oy 


Ho that ungrateſul charming maid, 


My pureſt paſſion has betray d. 
Conceive the moft envenom'd dart, 
Jo pierce an injur d lover's heart. 7 

Why, hang her; tho' ſhe ſeem'd ſo hg 3 
I know ſhe loves the barber's bort. 

Friend Peter, this I could excuſe ; 

For every nymph has leave to chuſe; ia 
Nor have I reaſon. to complain, 
| She loves a more deſerving ſwain. 
But, ch! chow ill haſt thou divin'd 

A crime that ſhocks all human-kind: 
A deed unknown to female race, 5 
At which the ſun ſhould hide his face. 
Advice in vain you would apply — 8 0 
Then leave me to deſpair and die. 
Vet, kind Arcadjans, on my urn 
Theſe elegies and ſonnets burn, 

And on the marble grave theſe chimes, 
A monument to after-times : 

« Here Caff lies, by Gelia fs : 
And dying, never told his pain. 

Vain empty world farewell. But, mou 5 

The loud Cerberian triple bark, 
And there — behold 4-0 ſtand, 
A whip of ſcorpions in her hand. 
Lo, Caron from his leaky wherry, 
Beck'ning to waft me o'er the ferry. | 

3 5 | | I come, 
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1 come, F come «aid Meduſa, ſee „ 
Her ſerpents hiſs direct at me. 
Be gone; unhand me, helliſh fry : 
| Avaunt — ye cannot fay *twas I.“ 
Dear Ca, thou muſt purge and bleed; 
I fear thou wilt be mad indeed. : 
But now, by friendſhip's facred laws, = 
I here conjure thee, tell the cauſm | 
And Czlia's horrid fact relate: kg = 
Thy friend would gladly ſhare thy fate. 
To force it out, my heart muſt rend: 
Yet, when conjur'd by ſuch a friend — | 
Think, Peter, how my ſoul is rack d, "0 
- Theſe eyes, theſe eyes beheld the fact. 
Now, bend thine ear; fince out it muſt: 
But, when thou ſeeſt me laid in duſt, 
The ſecret thou ſhalt ne'er impart; 
Not to the nymph that keeps thy heart: 
(How would her virgin ſoul bemoan, © * 
A crime to all her ſex unknown!) 
Not whiſper to the rattling reeds, 
The blackeſt of all female deeds, 
Nor blab it on the lonely rocks, 
Where Echo ſits, and liſt'ning mocks. 
Nor let the zephyr's treach'rous gale 
Through Cambridge waft the direful tale. 
Not to the chatt'ring feather'd race, 5 
Diſcover Cælla's foul diſgrace. 


5 See Macbeth. | 
E 6. But, 
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But, if you fail, my ſpectre dread, . 
Attending nightly round your bed — . 
And yet, I dare confide in you; ot 
So, take my ſecret, and adieu. 
Nor wonder how 1 loſt my wits : 
Oh ! Cela, Celia, "vs ſh 


eee eee 


Tur F A I K N U N. 
I TALE. 
Fl "Ne. FENTON. 


W E ſage· Carigſians, who profeſs 
Ourſelves ſworn foes to emptineſs, 
Aſſert, that ſouls a tip-toe ſtand 
On what we call the Pineal Gland; 
As weather-cocks on ſpires are plac'd, | 
To turn the quicker with each blaſt. . 
This granted, can you think it ſtrange | 
Me all ſhou'd be ſo prone to change; 
Ev'n from the go-cart till we wear | 
18 A ſattin cap i'th elbow chair? 
. The follies that the child began, 
| Ciuſtom makes current in the man; 
And firm by livery and ſeiſin, 
Holds the fce-ſimple of his reaſon, 


But 
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But ſtill the guſts a love we find 
Blow ſtrongeſt on a woman's mind: 
Nor need I learnedly purſue * 
The latent cauſe, th effect i is true; 
For proof of which, in manner ample, 
I mean to give you one example. 
Upon a time, (for ſo my nurſe, 


Heav'n reſt her bones] began diſcourſe ; 5 


A lovely nymph, and juſt nineteen, 
Began to languiſh with the ſpleen. 

She who had ſhone at balls and play, 
In gold brocade extremely gay, 

All on a ſudden grew preciſe, 
Declaim'd againſt the growth of vice, 
A very Prude in half a year; 
And moſt believ'd ſhe was ſincere. 
Necklace of pearl no more ſhe wears, 
That's ſanRify'd to count her prayers. 
Fenus, and all her naked. Laue, 
The reformado nymph removes; 


And Magdalen, with ſaints and martyrs, 


Were plac'd in their reſpective quarters. 

Nor yet content, ſhe cou'd not bear 

The rankneſs of the public air; 

T was ſo infected with the vice 

Of luſcious ſongs and lover's fighs. . 

Sa, moſt devoutly, wou'd be gone, 
And ftrait profeſs herſelf a nun. 

A youth of breeding and addreſs, 
And call him Thyrj;s if you pleaſe, 


Who 


Of ſoul and body to difpoſe on. 


The nyn ſhou'd charge. But I forbear, 
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Who had ſome wealth to recompenſe 
His ſlender dividend of ſenſe; 


Vet cau'd with little thought and care 
Write tender things to pleaſe the fair; 


And then ſucceffively did grow 


7 From half a wit a finiſh'd beau; 8 


(For fops thus naturally riſe, 
As maggots turn to butterflies.) 


This ſpark, as ſtory tells, before 


Had held with madam an amour; 1 

Which he reſolving to Fes 

Exactly took the proper cue: 

And on the wings of love he flies 

To lady abhefs in diſguiſe ; 

And tells her he had brought th* advowſon 


Old ſanctity, who nothing fear d 
In petticoats without a beard, 115 


Fond of a proſelyte, and fees, 


Admits the fox among the geeſe. 
Here duty, wealth, and honour prove, 


- 'Tho' three to one, too weak for Lover | 


And to deſcribe the war throughout, 
Wou'd make a glorious piece no doubt ; 
Where moral virtues might be ſlain, 
And riſe, and fight, and fall again: 
Love ſhou'd a bloody myrtle wear, 

And, like Camilla, fierce and fair, 


e An 
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All human joys, tho* ſweet in taſting, - 
Are ſeldom (more's the pity I) laſting : e 
The nymph had qualms, her cheeks were pale, 
Which others thought th* effects of zeal. 
But ſhe, poor ſhe, began to doubt; 

(Beſt knowing what ſhe'd been about; "7 
The marriage earneſt-penny my - 

And burnt her pocket, as we ſay. 

She now invokes, to eaſe her ſoul, 
The dagger and the poiſon'd bowl; 
And, ſelf-condemn'd for breach of you, 
To loſe her life and honour too, | 
Talk'd in as tragical a ſtrain, as 

Vour craz'd Monimia's and Rarana s. 
But as ſhe in her cell lay fighing, 
Diſtracting, weeping, drooping, dying, 
The fiend (who never wants addreſs 

To ſuccout damſels in diſtreſs) 
"Appearing, told her he perceiv'd 

The fatal cauſe for which ſhe griev'd ; 
But promis'd her, en Cavalier, 
She ſhou'd be freed from all her fear; 3 
And with her Thi lead a life 
Devoid of all domeſtic ſtrife, 1 
If ſhe wou'd ſign a certain ſcraw . 
Ay, that ſhe wou'd, if that was all. 

She ſign'd, and he engag'd to do 
Whate? er ſhe pleas'd to ſet him to. 

The criticks muſt excuſe me now; _ 
Trey both were freed, no matter how: 

| For 
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For when we Epic writers uſe 1 
85 Machines, to diſengage the . rh db? 
We're clean acquit of all demands, 

The matter's left. in abler hands 
And if they cannot looſe. the knot, . 
Shou'd we be.cenſur'd I think not. 
The ſcene thus alter'd, both were. gay, 
For pomp and pleaſure who but they, 
Who might do ev'ry thing but pray? 
Madam in her gilt chariot flaunted, "IH 
And Pag brought ev'ry Rs ſhe wanted 5 
A ſlave devoted to her will: | 
But women will be wav'ring Rill. . 
Ev'n vice, without. variety, 3 
Their ſqueamiſh appetites. will. cloy. | 
And having ſtol'n from lady abbeſs, _ 
One of our merry modern Rabbies, 79 
She found a trick ſhe thought wou'd paſs, | 
And prove the devil-but an aſs. 
His next attendance happen'd right, 
Amidſt a moonleſs ftormy night, 
When madam and her ſpouſe together, 
Gueſs'd at his coming by the weather. 
He came: To- night, ſays he, I drudge 
To fetch a Heriat for a judge; 
A gouty nine-ith'-hundred knave: 
But, madam, do you want your fave ? C 


I need not preſently be gone, 


Becauſe the doctors have not done. 7 
A roſy 


Tun FAIR NUN. 5 
A fly vicar and a quack | N 
Repuls d me in my laſt attack ; 
But all in vain, for mine he is; . 
A fig for both their faculties. - 
The dame produc'd a fingle hair, 
But whencs it came I cannot ſwear ; 
Yet this I will affirm is true, 
It curl'd like any bottle-ſcrew. 
Sir Nic, quoth ſhe, you know us all, 
We ladies are fantaſtical : 
You ſee this hair — Yes, Madam — pray, 
In preſence of my huſband ſtay, 
And make it ſtrait : or elſe you grant- 
Our ſolemn league and covenant: 
Is void in law: — It is, I own it. 
And fo he ſets to work upon it. 
He tries, not dreaming of a cheat, 
If wetting wou'd not do the feat : 
And *twas, in truth, a proper notion: 
But ſtill it kept th” elaſtic motion. 
Well! more ways may be found than one, 
To kill a witch that will not drown. 
If I, quoth he, conceive its nature, 
This hair has flouriſh'd nigh the water. 
*Tis criſp'd with cold, perhaps, and then 
The fire will make it ftrait again. Fa. 
In haſte he to the fire applies it, 
And turns it round and round, and eyes it. 
Heigh jingo, worſe than twas before 
The more it warms it twirls the more. 


% 
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He famp'd his cloven foot amt chaf'd ; [ 

The huſband and the lady laugh d. 
Howe er he fancy'd ſure enough 

He ſhou'd not find it hammer- proof. 


No Cyclops e' er at work was warmer, 

At forging thunder-bolts or armour, 
Than Satan was: but all in vain; 
Again he beats. — It curls again; 


At length he bellow'd in a rage, 
This hair will take me up an age. 
This take an agel the huſband ſwore, 


 Zounds, Betty has five hundred more. 
More] take your bond, quoth Pug, n, 


W 
TAI . AD L. E. 


* Mr. PRIOR. 


HE PERSON think, "was TING ago, 
Since gods came down incognito, 


| To ſee who were their friends or toes, i 
And how our actions fell or roſe : 


That ſince they gave things their beginnings 

And ſet this whirligig a ſpinning, We 
Supine they in their heav'n remain, 
Exempt from — and from pain: 


— 
* 
4 4 7 „ 
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And frankly leave us human elves 
To cut and ſhuffle for ourſelves: | 
To ftand or walk, to riſe or tumble, 
As matter and as motion jumble. 
The poets now, and paintexs hold 
This Theſis both abſurd and bald : = 
And your good-natur'd gods, they ſay, 
Deſcend ſome twice or thrice a-day; 
Elſe all theſe things we toil ſo hard in, 
Would not avail one ſingle farthing : 
For when the hero we rehearſe, _ 
To grace his actions and our verſe ; 
Tis not by dint of human thought, 
That to his Latium he is brought; 
Iris deſcends by fate's commands, 
To guide his ſteps thro? foreign . J 
And Amphitrite clears his wayrr 
From rocks and quick-ſands in the ſea. 
And if you ſee him in a ſketch, 
(Tho' drawn by Pauls or Carache). 
He ſhows not half his force and ſtrength, 
Strutting in armour, and at length; 
That he may take his proper figure, 
The piece muſt yet be four yards bigger: 
The Nymphs conduct him to the field; 
One holds his ſword, and one his ſhield : 
Mars ſtanding by aſſerts his quarrel, 
And Fame flies after with a laurel. 
Theſe points, I ſay, of eaulition 
(As 'twere to fave or fink a nation) 
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Men idly learned will diſpute, | 
Aſſert, object, confirm, refute : 
Each mighty angry, mighty right, 
With equal arms ſuſtains the fight; 
Till now no umpire can agree em: 
So both draw off, and ſing Te . 


Is it in Eguilib ri. 
If deities deſcend or no 
Then let th' affirmative prevail, 


As requiſite to form my tale: 
For by all parties tis confeſt, 
That thoſe opinions are the beſt, _ 
Which in their nature moſt conduce: 
To preſent ends, and private uſe.. 
Two gods came therefore from above, 
One Mercury, the other Fove: 
Their humour was (it ſeems) to know, 
If all the favours they beſtow,, 1 
Could from our own perverſeneſs eaſe us 33 
And if our wiſh enjoy'd would pleaſe us. 
Diſcourſing largely on this theme, 
O'er hills and dales their godſhips came; 
Till well nigh.tir'd, and almoſt night, 
They thought it proper to alight. 
Note here, that tis as true as odd is, 
That in difguiſe a god or goddeſs 
Exerts no ſupernat'ral powers; 
But acts on maxims much like ours. | 
They ſpy'd at laſt a country fam 
Where all was ſnug, and clean, and watm: 


1 
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For woods 18 and hills behind, | 1 85 


Secur'd it both from rain and wind: 

Large oxen in the fields were lowing: 

Good grain was ſow'd, good fruit was growing: 

Of laſt year's corn in barns great ſtore; 

Fat turkies gobbling at the door: 

And wealth (in ſhort) with peace conſented, 

That people here ſhou'd live contented : . 

But did they in effect do o ? 

Have patience, friend, and thou ſhalt know. 
The honeſt farmer and his wife, 

Two years declin'd from prime of life, 

Had ſtruggled with the marriage nooſe ; 

As almoſt ev'ry couple does: 


Sometimes, my plague ſometimes, my darling ! } 


Kiſſing to-day, to-morrow ſnarling : 
Jointly ſubmitting to endure 
That evil, which admits no cure. 
Our gods the outward gate unbarr'd: 
Our farmer met em in the yard; 
Thought they were folks that loſt their ways 
And aſk'd them civilly to ſtay : 
Told 'em, for ſupper, or for bed 15 
They might go on, and be worſe ſped. —— 
So ſaid, ſo done: the gods conſent: 
All three into the parlour went: 
They compliment; they fit ; they chat ; 
Fight o'er the wars ; reform the ſtate : 
A thouſand knotty points they clear, 
Till ſupper and the wife appear. 
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My page, my ſon indeed, but ſpurious. 


3 Ta L A pT E. 


Jodie made his leg, and Kid the dame: 
Obſequious Hermes did the ſame. 


Jove kiſs'd the farmer s wife, you ſay. 


He did — but in an honeſt way: 


On! not with half that warmth of life, 
With which he kiſs'd Amphitryor's wife. 


Well then, things handſomely were ſerw'd: 
The miſtreſs for the ſtrangers carv'd. 
How ſtrong the beer, how good the meat, 
How loud they laugh'd, how much they eat, 


In epic ſumptuous wou'd appear; 
Vet ſhall be paſs'd in ſilence here: 
For I ſhou'd grieve to have it faid, 
That by a fine deſeription led, 


I made my epiſode too long, 


Or tir'd my friend, to grace my ſong. 


The grace-cup ſerv'd, the cloth away, 
Fove thought it time to ſhew his play: 


| Landlord and landlady, he cry d, 


Folly and jeſting laid aſide, 
That ye thus hoſpitably live, 


And ſtrangers with good cheer receive, 5 


Is mighty grateful to your betters, 
And makes e' en gods themſelves your debtors. 
To give this Ts plainer proof, 


Lou have to-night beneath your roof 


A pair of gods: (nay never wonder) 
'This youth can fly, and I can thunder. 
Pm Jupiter, and he Mercurius, 


Form 
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Form then three wiſhes, you and madam: 
And ſure as you already had em, 
The things deſir'd, in half an hour, 
Shall all be here, and in your pow'r. 


Thank ye, great gods, the woman ſays : 


Oh! may your altars ever blaze. 


A ale for our ſilver diſt. 


Is what I want, is what I wiſ — 

A ladle! cries the man, a ladle ! 

*Odzooks, Coriſca,. you have pray*d.ill: 

What ſhould be great, you turn to. farce; 

I wiſh the ladle in your arſe. 

With equal grief and ſname my: —_ 
The ſequel of the tale purſiies; 

The laale fell into the room, 

And ſtuck in old Coriſca's bum. 

Our couple weep two wiſhes paſt, 

And kindly join to form the laſt, 

Io eaſe the woman's aukward pain, 

And pr ladle out again. | 


M OR X L. 


THIS commoner has worth and parts, ä 


Is prais'd for arms, or lov'd for arts: 
His head akes for a coronet: 
And who is bleſs'd that is not great? 


Some ſenſe, and more eſtate, kind heav'n 


To this well-lotted peer has giv'n: 
What then? he muſt have rule and ſway: 
And all is W till he's in yy 
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96 A NYMPH GOING TO BED. 
The miſer muſt make up his plumb, 
And dares not touch the hoarded ſum ; 
Tbe fickly dotard wants a wife, 
To draw off his laſt dregs of life, 
- Againſt our peace we arm our will: 
Amidſt our plenty, ſomething ſtill - 
For horſes, houſes, pictures, planting, 
To thee, to me, to.him is wanting. 
The cruel ſomething unpoſſeſs d, 
| Corrodes, and leavens all the reſt. 
That ſomething, if we cou'd obtain, 
Would ſoon create a future pain: 
And to the coffin, from the cradle, 
Tis all a #7, and all a Lade. 
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| A beautiful young Nymph going to Bed. 
By Dean SWIFT 


CTC 


ö 

| CR. NVA, pride of Drury Lane, 
= = For whom no ſhepherd ſighs in vain; 

| Never did Covent Garden boaſt 

| So bright a batter'd, ſtrolling toaſt ; 

| No drunken rake to pick her up, 

No cellar where on tick to ſup; 
Returning at the midnight hour; 

Four ſtories climbing to her bow'r ; 


A NYMPH GOING TO BED. 


Then, ſeated on a three-legg'd chair, 
Takes off her artificial hair 
Nov, picking out a cryſtal eye, 

She wipes it clean, and lays it by, 
Her eye-brows from a mouſe's hide, 

| Stuck on with art on either ſide, 

Pulls off with care, and firſt diſplays em, 
Then in a play-book ſmoothly lays em. 
Now, dext'rouſly her plumpers draws, 
That ſerve to fill her hollow jaws. 
Untwiſts a wire, and from her gums 

A ſet of teeth compleatly comes. 

Pulls out the rags contriv'd to prop 
Her flabby dugs, and down they drop. 
Proceeding on, the lovely goddeſs 
Unlaces next her ſteel-ribb'd bodice; 
Which, by the operator's ſkill, 

Preſs down the lumps, the hollows fill. 
Up go her hands, and off ſhe ſlips 
The bolſters that ſupply her hips. 
With gentleſt touch, ſhe next explores 
Her ſhankers,. iſſues, running ſores ; 
Effects of many a fad diſaſter, 

And then to each applies a plaiſter. 
But muſt, before ſhe goes to bed, 

Rub off the daubs of white and red; 
And ſmooth the furrows in her front, 
With greaſy paper ſtuck upon't. 

She takes a bolus ere ſhe ſleeps ; 
And then between two blankets Creeps. 
Vor. „ F 
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With: pains of love tormented, lies; 
Or, if ſhe chance to cloſe her eyes, 
Of Bridewell and the Compter. dreams, 


And feels the laſh, and faintly ſcreams ; | 


Or, by a faithleſs bully drawn, 
At ſome hedge-tavern lies in pawn; 


Or, to Jamaica ſeems tranſported, 


Alone, æ and by no planter courted; 
Or near Fleet Ditch's.oozy-brinks, 
Surrounded with a hundred ſtinks, 
Belated, ſeems on watch to lye, 


And ſnap ſome cully paſſing by; 


Or, ſtruck with fear, her fancy runs 


On watchmen, conſtables, and duns, 


From whom ſhe: meets with frequent rubs 3. 
But never from religious clubs; 

Whoſe favour ſhe is ſure to find, 

Becauſe ſhe pays them all in kind. 

* Corinna wakes, A dreadful fight! 


'Behold the ruins; of the night 
A wicked rat her-plaiſter ale, | 


Half eat, and | dragg'd it to his hole. 

The cryſtal eye, alas] was miſt; 

And puſs had on her plumpers piſt. 

A pigeon pickt her iſſue peas; 

And Shock her treſſes fill'd with fleas. 
The nymph, tho' in this mangled plight, 

Muft ey 9 morn. her limbs unite. 


6. longam incommitata viderur 
Ire viam. 


o 


But, : No 
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But, how ſhall I deſcribe her arts 
To recollect her ſcatter'd parts? 
Or, ſhew the anguith, toil, and pain, 
Of gathering up herſelf again? 
The baſhful muſe will never bear 


In ſuch a ſcene to interfere. 
Corinna in the morning dizen'd, 


Who ſees, will 80005 : G ſmells, be poiſon . | 
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BETWEEN TWO IRISH LOVERS. 
By Dean 8 II I F T; | 


E A Nymph and ſwain, Sheelah and Dermot hi _ 
5 Who wont to weed the court of Gosford Knight, 

While each with ſtubbed knife remov'd the roots 
That rais'd between the ſtones their daily ſhoots ; 
As at their work they fat in counterview, - 
With mutual beauty ſmit, their paſſion grew, 
Sing, heavenly muſe, in ſweetly flowing ftrain; 
The ſoft endearments of the nymph and ſwain, 
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My love to Sheelah is more firmly fixt _ 
Than ſtrongeſt weeds that grow theſe ſtones betwixt: 
My ſpud theſe nettles from the ſtones can part, 
No knife ſo keen to weed thee from my heart. . 
1  SHEELAH, | 


o A PASTORAL DIALOGUE. 
WES SHEELAH. 


My love for gentle. Dermot faſter grows 
Than yon tall dock that riſes to thy noſe. 
Cut down the dock, *twill ſprout again: but oh 
Love rooted out, again will never grow. 


DERMO r. 

No more that bryer thy tender legs ſhall rake: 
a ſpare the thiſtle for Sir Arthur's fake.) 
Sharp are the ſtones, - take thou this ruſhy matt ; 

The hardeſt bum will bruiſe with ſitting ſquat. 


8H EE LAH. 


Thy breeches torn behind, ſtand gaping wides 
This petticoat ſhall fave thy dear backſide; 
Nor need I bluſh, altho“ you feel it wet; 
Dermot, I vew, tis nothing elſe but ſweat, 


DRNMOr. 
At an old ſtubborn root I chane'd to tug, 


135 When the Dean threw me this tobacco-plug : 


A longer ha'p'orth never did I fee ; | 
This, deareſt Sheela, thou ſhalt ſhare with me. 


SuRELAR. 


In at the pantry-door this morn 1 lipt, | 
And from the ſhelf a charming cruſt I whipt : 
Dennis was out, and I got hither ſafe 
And thou, my dear, ſhalt have the bigger half. 


5 DERMOr. 
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DERMO. ä 
i you ſaw T ady at long-bullets play, 
You fat and lous'd him all the ſun- ſhine day. 


How could you, Sheelah, liſten to his tales, 5 


Or crack ſuch lice as s his betwixt _ nails ? ? 


Sha Ss as 


When you with Oonah ſtood behind a ditch, 
I peept, and ſaw you kiſs the dirty bitch. 


Dermot, how could you touch thoſe naſty ſluts? 


I almoſt wiſht this ſpud were in your guts. 


1 DzRMOT. 

If Oonah once I kiſs'd, forbear to chide : 
Her aunt's my goſlip by my father's fide : 
But, if I ever touch her lips again, 
May I be doom'd for life to weed in rain. 


SHEEL AH, 


Dermot, I ſwear, tho* Tach's locks could hold 


Ten thouſand lice, and ev'ry louſe was gold, 
Him on my lap you never more ſhould ſee ; 
Or may I loſe my ms. e — and thee. 


8 


O, could I earn for thee, my lovely "I 
A pair of brogues to bear thee dry to maſs ! 


But fee, where Norah with the ſowins comes 


Then let us riſe, and reſt our weary bums. 
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Th Lapy's DxrssING Room. 
By Dean SF . 


Jouve hw, (and oo can do it lefs i in [) 


By haughty Czha ſpent in dreſſing, 
The goddeſs from her chamber iſſues, ._ 
Array'd i in lace; brocade, and tiſſues. ö 
Strephon, who. found the room was void, 
And Betty otherwiſe employ d, 
Stole i in, and took a ſtrict ſurvey 
Of all the litter, as it la; 
Whereof, to make the matter Clear, 
An [Inventory follows . 
And firſt, a dirty ſmock appear d, 
Beneath the armpits well beſmear'd; 
Strephon, the rogue, diplay'd it wide, - 
And turn'd it round on ev'ry fide : 
In ſuch a caſe, few words are beſt, 
And Strephon bids us gueſs the reſt ; 
But ſwears how damnably the men lie, 
In calling Cælia ſweet and cleanly. | 
Now liſten, while he next produces 
The various combs for various uſes ; 
Fill'd up with dirt fo cloſely fixt, + a 
No bruſh could force a way betwixt; . 
A paſte of compoſition rare, | | 


| Sweat, dandriff, powder, lead and hair. 
A forehead-cloth with oil upon't, 


To ſmooth the wrinkles on her front: 


Here, 


Taz LADY's DRESSING ROOM. 103 


Here, alum- flour to ſtop the ſteams, 
Exhal'd from ſour unſav*ry ſtreams; 
There, night-gloves made of Tripſey's hide, 
Bequeath'd by Tr:p/ey when ſhe dy'd; 
With puppy-water, beauty's help, 
Diſtill'd from Tr:p/ey's darling whelp. 
Here gally-pots and vials plac'd, | 
Some fill'd with waſhes, ſome with paſte ; 
Some with pomatums, paints and flops, 
And ointments good for ſcabby chops. 
Hard by, a filthy baſon ſtands, 
Foul'd with the ſcow'ring of her hands ; ; 
The baſon takes whatever comes, 
The ſcrapings from her teeth and on 
A naſty compound of all hues, 
For here ſhe ſpits, and here ſhe ſpues. | 
But O!] it turn'd poor Strephon's bowels, 
When he beheld and ſmelt the towels ; 
Begumm'd, bematter'd, and beſlim'd; _ 
With dirt, and ſweat, and ear-wax grim'd, 
No object Strephon's eye eſcapes ; 
Here, petticoats in frowzy heaps : 
Nor, be the handkerchiefs forgot, 
All varniſh'd o'er with ſnuff and ſnot. 
The ſtockings, why ſhould I expoſe, 
Stain'd with the moiſture of her toes 
Or, greaſy coifs, and pinners reeking, 
Which Czha ſlept at leaſt a week in. 
A pair of tweezers next he found, 
To pluck her brows in arches round, . 


F 4 5 Or, 
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Or, hairs that ſink the forehead low, 

Or, on her chin like briſtles grow. 
The virtues we muſt not let paſs 

Of Cælia's magnifying glaſs ; 

When frighted Strephon caſt his eye on't, 

It ſhew'd the viſage of a giant: 

A glaſs that can to ſight difcloſe 

The ſmalleſt worm in Czha's noſe, 

And faithfully direct her nail, 

To ſqueeze it out from head to tail; 

For, catch it nicely by the head, 

It muſt come out, alive or dead, 
Why, St#ephon, will you tell the reſt? 
And muſt you needs deſcribe the cheſt ? 
+ That careleſs wench ! No creature warn her, 

To move it out from yonder corner, 
But leave it ſtanding full in fight, 
For you to exerciſe your ſpite ! 

In vain the workman ſhew'd his wit, 
With rings and hinges counterfeit, 
To make it ſeem in this diſguiſe, 
A cabinet to vulgar eyes ; | 
Which Strephon ventur'd to look in, 
Reſolv'd to go thro” thick and thin. 
He lifts the lid : there needs no more, 
He ſmelt it all the time before. 

As, from within Pandora's box, 

When Epimetheus op'd the locks, 
A ſudden univerfal crew - 


Of human evils, upward flew ; 
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He ſtill was comforted: to find, 
That hope at laſt remain'd behind. 

So, Strephon lifting up the lid, 

To view what in the Cheſt was hid, - -- 
The vapours flew from out the vent ; 
But, Strephon, cautious, never meant 
The bottom of the pan to grope, 

And foul his hand in ſearch of bow 

O! ne'er may ſuch a vile machine 
Be once in Czha's chamber ſeen! 

O! may ſhe better learn to keep 
Thoſe ſecrets of the hoary deep! * 

As mutton cutlets, prime of meat, . 
Which, tho' with art you falt and beat, 
As laws of cookery require, 

And roaſt them at the cleareſt fire; 

If from a-down I the hopeful chops, 

The fat upon a cinder drops, 

To ſtinking ſmoke it turns the flame, 

Pois'ning the fleſh from whence it came, 

And up exhales a greazy ſtench, 

For which you curſe the careleſs wench ; 

So, things which muſt not be expreſt, 

When plumpt into the reeking cheſt, 

Send up an excremental ſmell, _ 

To taint the parts from whence they fell; 
The petticoats and gown perfume, 

And watt a ſtink round ev'ry room. 
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Thus finiſhing his grand MOVERS. 
The ſwain diſguſted flunk away: 
Repeating in his am'rous fits, | 
Oh! Cælia, Calia, Gelig ſu . 
But Vengeance, goddeſs, never ſſeeping, 
Soon puniſh'd Strephon for his peeping. | 
His foul imagination links 
Each dame he ſees with all bir Rinks ; 
And, if unfaviry odours fly, 
3 a lady ſtanding by. 
All women his deſcription fits, 
And both ideas jump like wits; 
By vicious fancy coupled faſt, 
And ſtill appearing in contraft. 
I pity wretched Strepbon, blind 
To all the charms of woman-kind. 
Should I the Queen of Love refuſe, 
Becauſe ſhe roſe from ſtinking ooze |} 
- To him that looks behind the ſcene, 
Statira's but ſome pocky quean. 
When Gzha all her glory ſhows, 
If $trephon-would but Rop his noſe, 
Who now ſo impiouſly blaſphemes | 
Her ointments, daubs, and paints, and creams ; 3 
Her waſhes, ſlops, and ev'ry clout, f 
With which he makes fo foul a rout; 
He ſoon wou'd learn to think like me, 
And bleſs his raviſh'd eyes to ſe, . 
Such order from confuſion ſprung, 
Such Buch tubps rais'd from dung. 
| - > "4 MEDICINE | 
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/F 155 Math, : a fam'd toaſt, was fair and young, 
I Had wealth and charms — but then ſhe had a 
tongue! 
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From morn to night, th eternal larum r run, | 
Which often loſt thoſe hearts her eyes had won. | 
Sir Jahn was ſmitten, and confeſs'd his flame, 1 
Sigh'd out the uſual time, then weds the dame: | | 
Poſſeſs'd he thought of every joy of life, 1 
But his dear AZ prov'd a very wife. | 1 | j 
Exceſs of fondneſs did in time decline, 1 
Madam lov'd money, and the Knight lov'd wine. _ 
From whence ſome petty diſcords would ariſe, ' 
As, Yorwre a fool; — and, You are mighty wiſe # | j | N 
Tho' he and all the world allow'd her wit, 1 


Her voice was ſhrill, and rather loud than ſweet. 
When ſhe began, — for hat and ſword he'd call, 
Then, after a faint kiſs, — cry, b'y, dear Moll; 
Supper and friends expect me at the Roſe. 
And, what, Sir John, you'll get your uſual doſe : 
Go, ſtink of ſmoke, and guzzle naſty wine, 
Sure, never virtuous love was us'd like mine! 
Oft, as the watchful bellman march'd his round, 
At a freſh bottle gay Sir Jahn he found. | 
By four the Knight would get his buſineſs done, 
And only then reel'd off, becauſe alone; 
. Full 


1 
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Full well he knew the dreadful ſtorm to come, 
But arm'd with Bourdeaux, he durſt venture home. 
My lady with her tongue was ſtill prepar'd, | 
She rattled loud, and he impatient heard : 
- ?Tis a fine hour] in a ſweet pickle made 
And this, Sir Fobn, is ev'ry day the trade. 
Here I fit moping all the live-long night, 
Devour'd with ſpleen, and ſtranger to delight; 
Till morn ſends ſtagg'ring home a drunken beaft, 
Reſolv'd to break my Heart, as well as reſt. 0 
874 hoop! dye hear my damn d N rous 
| R 8 
What, can't you find one bed 4 the houſe ? 
Will that perpetual clack lie never ſtill? 
That rival to the ſoftneſs of a mill! 
Some couch and diſtant room muſt be my choice, 
* I may ſleep uncurs'd with wife and noiſe. 
' Long this uncomfortable life they led, 
- With ſharlins meals, and each a ſep'rate bed. 
85 To an old uncle oft ſhe would complain, 
| Beg his advice, and ſcarce from tears refrain. 
Old 777ſwood ſmoak'd the matter as it was 
Cheer up, cry'd he, and Vl remove the cauſe. 
A wond'rous ſpring within my garden id 
Of ſov'reign virtue, chiefly to compoſe < 
 Domeſtick jars, and matrimonial ſtriſe, 
The beft elixir t' apr eaſe man and wife; 
Strange are th' effects, the qualities divine, 
Tis water call'd, but worth its weight in wine. 


— - 


3 i And, female-like, impatient for th' event: 
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If in his ſullen airs Sir John ſhould come, 
Three ſpoonfuls * hold in Lag mouth—thes 


7 2 of 


| mum: Shirt I 
Smile, and look bad 15 he ſhall ap andfcold. 
Still in your mouth the healing; cordial held; 17 8 
One month this ſympathetic med cine tryd, 
He'll grow a lover, you a happy bride. 


But deareſt niece, keep this grand: ſecret cloſe, 1 5 | 


Or ev'ry prat'ling huſſy' H beg a doſe. 
A water-bottle's brought for her relief, 
Not Nants could ſooner eaſe the lady's grief; 
Her buſy thoughts are on the trial bent, 


The bonny Knight reels home exceeding clear, 
Prepar'd for clamour, and domeſtic war. | 
Ent'ring, he cries, Hey] where's our thunder fled? 
Nochurricane ! — Betty's your lady dead? 

Madam, aſide, an ample mouthful takes, 
Curtſys, looks kind, but not a word ſhe ſpeaks: 
Wond'ring, he ftar'd, ſcarcely his eyes beliey bs 
But found his ears agreeably deceiv'd, | 
Why, how now, ly! What's the crochet aa 
She ſmiles, and anſwers only with a bow. 
Then claſping her about — Why, let me die 
Theſe night- clothes, Moll become thee mightily f 
With that, he ſigh'd, her hand began to preſs, 
And Betty calls, her lady to undreſs. 
Nay, kiſs me, Moly — for I'm much inclin'd. 
Her lace ſhe cuts, to take him in the mind. 
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Thus the Bad 1 pair to bed enamour'd went, > 
The lady pleas'd, and the good Knight content. 
For many days theſe fond endearments paſs'd, 
The reconciling bottle fails at laſt; e 
T vas us d and gone; — Then midni 1 ſtorms aroſe, 
And looks and words the union diſcompoſe. 
Her coach is order'd, and poſt-haſte ſhe flies 
To beg her uncle for ſome freſh ſupplies; 
Tranſported does the ſtrange effects relate, 
Her Knight's converſion, and her happy ſtate. 
Why, niece, ſays he — I prithee apprehend N 
The water's water — be thyſelf thy friend; 
Such beauty would the coldeſt huſband- — | 
But your. provoking tongue undoes the charm; 
_ Be ſilent and complying — you'll ſoon find, 
Sir Jobn, without a med'cine, will be kind, 
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From LA FO NTAINE. | 

N Haß, as authors tell us, 

There liv'd a painter, wond'rous jealous ; 3 
Tormented with a female evil, 
Tempting and ſubtle as the devil; | 
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A ſlippꝰry Proteus, whom no chain, 

Nor Spaniſb padlock could contain. 
Thus ſhe created frequent ſmart 
To ſpouſe's aching head and heart. 

*T 'was the chief buſineſs of his life, 

How to confine this ze, his wife; 
Inventive noddle teems, at laſt, - 

With an odd whim to hold her faſt, 
Reſolv'd his penci]-art to ſhow, 

(Whate'er he can't perform below) 15 
He drew a Mule, with dext'rous ſkill, 

On the ſoft brow of Venus hill. 

Thus if ſhe ftray'd, he cou'd, for certain, 
Know it by drawing up the curtain. 12 
But ah ! how vain our counſels are, 

And all our plots againſt the fair 

Comes brother Bruſb to take a bout: : 
Do, God knows how ! they rubb'd it out. 1 
But, as he was an honeſt brother, 
Finding one gone, he drew another; 
Forgetting what the firſt did lack, 

He clapp'd a Sadale on the back. 
loc was hugely pleas'd, and ſmil'd 8 
To think how Seignior was beguil'd, 
Who reeling home one ev'ning late, 

With mellow looks and jealous pate, 

Vow'd he'd not take a wink of ſleep, 
Without one dear departing peep. 

Can you diſtruſt me? Obe cries, 
Inhuman man ! and wipes her eyes ; 
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mn A WOMAN's MIND. 
Put on your ſpectacles and view 3 
The Mali, my dear, is where you drew it. 


The Mule J fee is ſafe, my dear, 
But, zounds, who put the Saddle here? 


- dre fee in . · ae · r · vr 


T he Fi urniture of a Woman” 8 Mix p. 
| By Sh. SW FF T7. : 


Set of phraſes learnt by rote 

A paſhon for a ſcarlet coat; 

When at a play to laugh or ery, 

Ye cannot tell the reaſon why: 

Never to hold her tongue a minute; 

While all ſhe prates has nothing in it. 
Whole hours can with a coxcomb fit, 

And take his nonſenſe all for wit : 

Her learning mounts to read a ſong, 

But, half the words pronounces wrong; 

Has ev'ry repartee in ſtore, _ 

She ſpoke ten thouſand times before. 

Can ready compliments ſupply 

On all occaſions, cut and dry. 

Such hatred to a parſon's gown, 
The fight will put her in a ſwoon, 

For converſation well endu'd 

She calls it witty to be rude ; 

= bo . 
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And, placing raillery i in mn 
Will tell aloud your greateſt failing; 
Nor makes a ſcruple to expoſe 
Your bandy leg, or crooked noſe. 
Can, at her morning tea, run o'er 
The ſcandal of the day before. 
Improving hourly in her ſkill, 
To cheat and wrangle at quadrille. 

In chuſing lace a critick nice, 
Enows to a groat the loweſt price; 
Can in her female clubs diſpute 
What lining beſt the filk will fuit, 
What colours each complexion match : 
And where with art to place a patch. 

If chance a mouſe creeps in her ſight, - 
Can finely counterfeit a fright ; 
So ſweetly ſcreams, if it comes near her, 
She raviſhes all hearts to hear her. 
Can dext'rouſly her huſband teize, 
By taking fits whene'er ſhe pleaſe : 
By frequent practice learns a trick 
At proper ſeaſons to be ſick ; 
Thinks nothing gives one airs ſo pretty; 
At once creating love and pity. 
If Molly happens to be careleſs, 
And but neglects to warm her hair-lace, 
She gets a cold as ſure as death ; 
And vows ſhe ſcarce can fetch her breath. 
Admires how modeſt women can 
Be ſo rob»/tious like a man. ; 
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In party, furious to her pow'r; 
A bitter Whig, or Tory ſow” 5 
Her arguments directly tend 
Againſt the ſide ſhe would defend: 
Will prove herſelf a Tory plain, 0 
From principles the Whigs maintain; 
And, to defend the Whiggiſh cauſe, 
Her topicks from the Tories draws. 
O yes !, If any man can find _ 
More virtues in a woman's mind, 
Let them be ſent to Mrs. Harding * 
She'll pay the charges to a farthing. 
Take notice, ſhe has my. commiſſion 
To add them in the next edition; 
They may out- ſell a better thing; 
So holla 5 God ſave the King. 


2 A Printer. 0 
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AN EPISTOLARY TALE. | 
By Mr. HENRY BAKER 


Dear Tom, 
HIS comes to let you know | 
Im well, thank God, and hope you're ſo: 
In truth, I'm very much perplext 


For ſomething fine to write you next, —_ 2 
7 . 
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So leave this blank — — 

— 2 EL 

With even — whatſoe'er you will. 
According, now, to ancient uſe, 

From compliments I come to news : 

Then know, the Vicar's daughter's marry'd; 3 

And ſiſter Sy/an has miſcarryd; 

His worſhip's ſon has been ſo wild, 

To get the chamber-maid with child, 

Which gives his father ſuch offence, _. 

He never has been ſober ſince. | 
As next in courſe, on you attends 

The juft reſpect of all your friends; 

Accept of ſervices by dozens, 

From all your loving aunts and couſins ; ; 

The ſheet of paper would not hold em, 

Or one by one I ſhould have told *em. 
Next, on my part, in order, comes 

My hearty love to Fohn, to Fames, 

To ſmiling Kate, and buxom Doll, Y 

Yet not forgetting pretty Molly, ; 
And now, for want of other matter, | 

Wherewith to furniſh out my letter; 

To you, dear Tom, I would unfold 

A ſtory, which for truth is told ; 

But whether true or falſe, no doubt, 

Your judgment, Tom, will ſoon find out ; 

And make a proper application | 

Of what I give the bare relation, 
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Once on a time (my ſtory ſays): 
An over- ſtudious prieſt there was, 
Who to the age of fifty-three 
Had hoarded his virginity 
Reſiſting Satan all his life 
In form of miſtreſs, — or of wife... 
But when, and where, is not agreed, 
(Which let for that omiſſion plead) 
_ "Tho? what's material in the caſe 
Relates to fact, not time and place, 
But not to make a long digreſſion, 
According to the modern faſhion; 
Grown weary of a ſingle life 
He now reſolv'd to take a wife. 
The cauſe, indeed, is not aſſign'd, | 
Which made the: parſon change his mind; 
But, if to gueſs we may be bold, 
He found the winter nights were cold: 
And, if we may go on in gueſling,. 
Thought nat*ral heat the moſt refreſhing.. - 
But whether this, or what beſide, 
We'll leave the learned to decide. 
Purſuant to this reſolution, 
The next thing was, which way to chuſe one; 
For, right the parſon did conclude, 
Bad ſome might be, tho ſome were good: 
But, ſince he no experience had 
How to diſtinguiſh. good from bad, 
The only way he meant tg. try, 
Was taking her would fuſt comply. | 


Taz 'SPINNING-WHEEL. 
For if all wedlock is a lott'ry, 
"Thinks he tis but a piece of fott'ry, 
In chuſing wives to make a pother, 


When one may prove as good as bother: 


And ſince kind fate is ſtill our guide, 
Both to the halter and the bride; 
E' en let's on that alone rely, 
Whether to marry, or to die, 

And wiſely yield to deſtiny. 

In vain is mortal wit employ'd, 
Or this to gain, or that avoid: 
Juſt when we think to graſp a joy, 

_ Ofer-ruling fate, which acts unſeen, 
With arm-forbidding ſteps between, 
And does our blooming hope deſtroy. 
Then let's on that devolve our care, 
And all our uſeleſs labour ſpare. 

The doctor (for that he was ſo 
I ſhould have told you long ago; 

But for a poet to forget, 
Dear Thomas, -is not ſtrange a-bit) 

In Sunday gown, and cambrick band 
Equip't him for the promis'd land. 

For he imagin'd now, friend Tamas, 
That wedlock was a land of promiſe, 
And fancy'd he could plainly ſhow, 

It did with milk and honey flow : 

Tho”, if we may pretend to gueſs, 

He found it but the wilderneſs. 
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But to take up the point in hand, __ 

Which ſeems, at preſent; at a ſtand ; 
On heay'n's direction he rely d, 
And forth he went to ſeek a bride. 

Not far the pious prieſt had gone, 
Before he met with Farmer John. 
Neighbour, ſays he, I think you have 
A daughter, and her name I crave. 
Doctor, cry'd honeſt John, tis true, 
I émuſt have one, becauſe I've two; 
And if you'd know the names of both, 
The one is Sis'hy, t'other Ruth. | 
Sis h, and Ruth? the doctor cry'd; 
Well, one of theſe muſt be my bride: 
And, neighbour, to declare the truth, 
I like, methinks, the name of Ruth. 
The reaſon I prefer the ſame, 

Is, cauſe it is a ſcripture name; 1 
For where the ſcripture can decide, 
It always ought to be our guide. 
The farmer gave his free conſent, 
And home with him the doctor went: 
Where, overjoy'd that he ſhould be 
The father of divinity, - 
An ample can of nappy ale, 
Exceeding ſtrong, and wondrous ſtale, 


The farmer brought, to drink ſucceſs 


To their approaching happineſs ; 
(For John had always underſtood, 
A bargain dry could not be good.) 
| i And 
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And, laſtly, to conclude the matter, 
He call'd in Ruth, his youngeſt daughter. 
Juſt in the glory of her youth, 

About ſixteen was roſy Ruth. 
The doctor kiſs'd her; call'd her child; 
She drop'd a eurtſy; bluſh'd, and ſmil'd. 
He aſk'd her if ſhe'd change her life, 
And yield to be a parſon's wife: ; 
That he was now reſolv'd on marriage; : 
Lik'd both her perſon and her carriage : 
And in the morning did deſign, | 
That brother crape their hands ſhou'd j join. 

Ruth told him, he went on too faſt, | 
That ſhe was not ſo much in haſte, 
Nor did, indeed, deſign to marry, 
At ſooneſt, till next January; 
That ſhe was young, but he was old, 
And much ſhe fear'd, exceeding cold: 
(For Dick had given her to gueſs 
How warm a youthful lover was, 
And by contraries ſhe might know, 
An ancient one could not be ſo.) 
In ſhort, he might go ſeek elſewhere, 
A wife he ne'er ſhould have of her. 

Thus having told her full intent, 

A curtſy dropt; and out ſhe went. 

The doctor was with grief affected, 
Who no ſuch uſage had expected, 
But truſting to the proverb ſtill, 
That if one won't another will, 


e 
* 


way 


Fo thumb the books he'd laid afide, 


* 
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| 555 Hechop'd to concils the matter, 
. * nn taking of the other daughter : 


And looking on the farmer wiſtly, ab 


Deſir'd that he would call in Sit. 


About the age of thirty-three, 
A maiden ſtale was Siſely: 


But for her years let's not deſpiſe her, 
5 As ſhe was older, ſhe was wiſer. 
And formal gourtſhip laid aſide, 


Became at once the dodtor's bride, _ 
Their hands were join'd ; the table ſpread; 5 


0 The night came on; they went to bed; 


Where let em ſleep, and take their eaſe, 
Or, freely do whate er they pleaſe. 
Now, Phœbus gave Aurora warning, 
And whip and ſpur drove on the morning; 
When ſurfeited with marriage charms, 


The doctor left his Sis' 's arms, 


With different thoughts of wedlock quite, 


Than he lay down with over-night: 
And, truly, I have clear forgot 


Whether he did repent or not; 

But whether quite ſo ſoon or no, 
Thouſands there are which have done ſo: : 
For marriage is obſerv'd to be 

A fatal kind of prodigy ; 


At diſtance wears an angel's charms, 


But turns a devil in one's arms. 


And now the doctor left his bride, 


— 


he 
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But told her, tho' ſhe was his wife, 
She muſt not lead a lazy life, 

Or purpoſe to be wholly idle, 

Whilſt he is poring o'er the bible: = 
For that ſame text is very meet, 
Which ſays, Who works not ſhall not oat, 
And his deſire was, indeed, k 
That ſhe ſhould ſpin whilſt he ſhould red. 
She told him ſhe would ſtill obey 4 
Whate'er commands he pleas'd to lay, 
And make the buſineſs of her life, 
To prove a kind obliging wife. 

Nov, thus, almoſt a month was run; * 
The doctor read and Sig ſpun : 
At laſt, a whim came in his head, e 
That he (forſooth) would read in bed, mT 
„Till he, for ſleep, could do no more 
Than put the candle out and ſnore. 

Ott Sit, by perſuaſion, try'd 
To make him lay his book aſide; 
But ſpite of all that ſhe could fay, 
The doctor ftill would have his way. 
Night came in vain : ſhe ſigh'd, and turn a2 


The doctor read: the candle burn'd : 755 5 
No comfort did ſhe find in bed: — 85 
The candle burn'd : the doctor read. N Eee 
One night ſhe full of wiſhes lay, 8 
That he wou'd put his book away: 15 
5 g : 1-4 
But finding it was all in vain, * br: 


To ſigh, to reaſon, or complain; | 
Vol 1. G She 


4 
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She from his fide did ſoftly ſteal, 

And fetch'd to bed her Spinning-Wheel. 
The doctor, ſtaring with ſurpriſe, = þ 
Could farce give credit to his eyes: 


80 1 Kid he, what: ist bre do? 


1 ders, eee to 1 
Poor . queez d the doctor's hand, 
And told him ſhe his wiſe command 
Had well conſider'd, plainly ſhowing, | 
That ev'ry one ſhould ſtill be doing. 
The doctor ſmiling, ,gueſs'd what meant 
His bluſhing ſpouſe's compliment ; 
And took the thing by its right handle ; 
Laid down his book— blow'd out the candle. 


. "We 


3 
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THE T2 © E A M. 
"7 Mr. OLDHAM 


IF LATE on my bed, as Tepee lay, 
£4 And in ſoft ſleep forgot the toils of day, 
Myſelf, my cares, and love, all charm'd to reſt, 
And all the tumults of my waking breaft | 
Quiet and calm, as was the filent night, 


: Whoſe ſtillneſs did to that'bleſs'd ſleep invite; 
th dreamt, 


A ea) %e > 
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I dreamt, and ſtrait this viſionary ſcene 
Did with delight my fancy entertain. 
I ſaw, methought, a lonely privacy, 
Remote alike from man's and heaven's eye, 
Girt with the covert of a ſhady grove, 
Dark as my thoughts, and ſecret as my love: 
Hard by, a ſtream did with that ſoftneſs creep, 
As *twere by its own murmurs huſh'd aſleep ; 
On its green bank, under a ſpreading tree, 
At once a pleaſant, and a ſhelt'ring canopy. 
There I, and there my dear Cofmelia fat, 
Nor envied monarchs in our ſafe retreat: T 
So heretofore were the firſt lovers laid 
On the ſame turf of which themſelves were made. 
A while I did her charming glories view, 
Which to their former conqueſt added new; 
Awhile my wanton hand was pleas'd to rove 
Through all the hidden labyrinths of love; 
Ten thouſand kiſſes on her lips I fix'd, 
Which ſhe with interfering kiſſes mix'd, 
Eager as thoſe of lovers are in death, 
When they give up their ſouls too with their breath, 
Love, by theſe freedoms, firſt became more bold, 
At length unruly, and too fierce to hold: 
See then (ſaid I) and pity, charming fair, 
Yield quickly, yield: I can no longer bear 
Th impatient ſallies of a bliſs fo near; 
You muſt, and you alone, theſe ſtorms appeaſe, 
And lay thoſe ſpirits which your alan could 4 ? | 
G 2 ” Gm, 
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' Come, and in equal floods It's quench our fame, 


Come, let's — and unawares I went to name | 
The thing, but ſtopt and bluſh'd as oo in 
Dream. 
At firſt ſhe did the rude addreſs diſown, 
And check'd my boldneſs with an angry frown ; 


But yielding glances, and conſenting eyes, 


Prov'd the ſoft traitors to her forc'd diſguiſe; 
And ſoon her looks, with anger rough erew hile, 
Sunk in the dimples of a charming ſmile : 

Then with a ſigh into theſe words ſhe broke, 
(And printed melting kiſſes as ſhe ſpoke) 


Too ſtrong Philander, is thy pou”rful art 


To take a feeble maids ul-guarded heart : 


Too hing Pue ſtruggled with my bliſs i in vain, 


Too long oppos d what I oft wiſh'd to gain, 
Loath to conſent, yet laather to deny, 

At once I court, and ſhun felictty 

T cannot, will not yield; —— and yet I muſt, 


Left to my own deſires I prove unjuſt : 


Stoeet raviſher ! what love commands thee, do ; 


Tho Pm dijpleas'd, I hall forgive thee too, 


| Foo well thou know'ſi—and here my hand ſhe preſs d, 
And ſaid no more, but bluſh'd and ſmil'd the reſt, 


O'erjoy'd at this bleſt grant, fierce eager I - 


Leap'd furious on, and ſeiz d my trembling prey; 
With guarding arms ſhe firſt my force repell'd, 
Shrunk, and drew back, and would not ſeem to 


Vield; 


- 


Unwilling 
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Unwilling to o'ercome, ſhe faint ſtrove ; 
One hand pull'd to, what t'other did remove: 
So feeble are the ſtrugglings, and ſo weak 
In fleep we ſeem, and only ſeem to make. 
Firbear ! (ſaid ſhe) ah, gentle youth, forbear [ | 
(And ſtill ſhe hug'd, and claſp'd me ſtill more near) 
Ah! will you? will you farce my rum fa? | 
Ah! do not, do not, do not let me go. © 
What follow'd was above the power of verſe, 
Above the reach of fancy to rehearſe : _ 
Not dying ſaints enjoy ſuch extaſies, 
When they in viſion antedate their bliſs; 
Not dreams of a young prophet are fo bleſs'd 
When holy trances firſt inſpire his breaſt, 
And the God enters there to be a gueſt. | 
Let duller mortals other pleaſures prize, 
Pleaſures that enter at the waking eyes, 
Might I each night ſuch ſweet enjoyments find, | 
Fd fleep for ever, be for ever blind. 


A PASTORAL COURTSHIP. 
By Mr. RANDOLPH. 
EHOLD theſe woods, and mark, my ſweet, 
How all theſe boughs together meet : 
The cedar his fair arms diſplays, . 


And mixes branches with the bas. 
"Oy „5 
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The lofty pine F, " to propa 

And ſturdy oaks do gently bend; 

One with another ſubt'ly weaves 

Into one loom their various leaves; 

As all ambitious were to be 

Mine and my Phyllis canopy! _ 

Let's enter and diſcourſe our loves; 

Theſe are, my dear, no tell- tale groves 

There dwell no pies nor parrots there, 

To prate again the words they hear; 

Nor babbling echo that will tell 

The neighb'ring hills one ſyllable. 
Being enter d, let's together lie, 

Twin'd like the Zodiacks Gemini. 

How ſoon the flow'rs do ſweeter ſmell ! 

And all with emulation ſwell” 

To be thy pillow! Theſe for thee 

Were meant a bed, and thou for me; 

And I may with as juſt eſteem 

Preſs thee, as thou may'ſ lie on them : 

And why ſo coy? What doſt thou fear? 

There lurks no ſpeckled ſerpent here; 

No ven'mous ſnake makes this his road, 

No canker, nor the loathſome toad ; 

And you poor ſpider: on the tree, 

Thy ſpinſter will no poiſoner be. 

There is no frog to leap and fright 

Thee from my arms, and break delight; 

Nor ſnail that o'er thy coat ſhall trace, | 


5 And Jeave — a ſlimy lace. 


This 
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This is the hallow'd ſhrine of love, | 
No. waſp or hornet haunts this grove; 
Nor piſmire to make pimples riſe 
Upon thy ſmooth. and iv*ry thighs. 
No danger in theſe ſhades. doth lic, 
Nothing that wears a ſting but Ik 
And in it doth no venom. dwell, _ 1115 
Altho', perchance, it make thee ſwell.” 
Being ſet, let's ſport a while, my anvil 5 
I will tie love-knots in thy hair. ag ies 
See Zephyrus thro' the leaves doth ficay, © 
And has free · liberty to play, 
And braid thy locks; and ſhall I find. 
Leſs favour than a ſaucy wind? 
Now let me fit and fix my eyes 
On thee, that art my-paradiſe. 
Thou art my all; the ſpring remains 
In the fair vi'lets of thy veins: 
And that it is a ſummer's day, 
Ripe cherries on thy lips diſplay; 
And when for autumn I would ſeek, 
*Tis in the apples of thy cheek. 
But that which only moves my ſmart, 
Is to ſee winter in thy heart. 
Strange, when at once in one appear 
All the four ſeaſons of the year 
PI claſp that neck where ſhould be ſet 
A rich and orient caſcanet ; 
But ſwains are poor ; admit of then 
More nat'ral chains, the arms of men. 
G 4 Come, 


o 
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Come, let me touch theſe breaſts that ſwell 


Like two fair mountains, and may well 


Be ſtyl'd the Abs, but that I fear 

The ſnow has leſs of whiteneſs there. 
But ftay, my love, a fault I ſpy; 

Why are thoſe fair fountains dry ? 

Which if they ran, no muſe would pleaſe 
To taſte of any ſpring but theſe, 


And Ganymede employ'd ſhould be 
To fetch Fove's- nectar here from thee. 


Thou ſhalt be nurſe, fair Venus ſwears, 


To the next Cupid that the bears. 


Were it not then diſcreetly done 


To opeꝰ one ſpring to let two run? 
Fie, he, this belly, beauty's mint, 


Bluſhes to ſee no coin ſtampt in't. 
Employ it then, for though it be 
Our wealth, it is our royalty; 

And beauty will have current grace, 
That bears the image of your face. 
How to the touch the iv'ry thighs 
Veil gently, and again do riſe, 


As pliable to impreſſion, 


As virgin's wax, or Parian ſtone 


Diſſolv'd to ſoftneſs ; plump and full, 


More white and ſoft than Cotſal wool, 
Or cotton from the Indian tree, 

Or pretty ſilk- worms houſewifry ! 
Theſe, on two marble pillars rais'd, 


Make me in doubt which ſhould be prais'd, 


* 


They 
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They or their columns moſt ; but When 
I view thoſe feet that I have ſeen 

So nimbly trip it o'er the lawns, 

That all the fatyrs and the fawns - | 
Have ſtood amaz'd, when they would paſs 
Over the lays, and not a graſs 

Would feel the weight, nor ruſh, nor bent 
Drooping, betray which way you went; 
Oh!] then I felt my hot deſires 

Burn more, and flame with double fires, 
Come, let thoſe thighs, theſe legs, thoſe Ge 
With mine in thouſand windings meet, 
And woven in more ſubtle twines 

Than woodbine, ivy, or the vines. 

For when love ſees us circling thus, 

He'll ike no arbour more than us. 

Now let us kiſs; would you be gone? 
Manners, at leaſt, allow me one. 

Bluſh you at this? Pretty one ſtay, 
And I will take that kiſs away. 

Thus with a ſecond, and that too 

A third wipes off; ſo will we go 

To numbers that the ſtars out-run, 

And all the atoms in the ſun: 

For tho' we kiſs till Phebus ray 

Sink in the ſeas, and kiſſing ſtay 

Till his bright beams return again, 
There can of all but one remain : 

And if for one good manners call, 

In one, good manners, grant me all, 
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Are kiſſes all? they but fore-run 
Another duty to be done, 
What would you of that minſtrel ſay 
That tunes his pipes and will not play? 
Say what are bloſſoms in their prime, 
That ripen not in harveſt time? 
Or what are buds that neꝰ er diſcloſe 
The long' d- for ſweetneſs of the roſe? 
So kiſſes to a lover's guſt 
= Are invitations, not the feaſt. 
= : See every thing that we eſpy 
Is fruitful, faving you and I: 
18 View all the fields, ſurvey the bowers, 
| "The buds, the bloſſoms, and the flowers, 
And fay if they ſo rich could be 
In barren baſe virginity. 
Earth's not fo coy as you'are now; 
But willingly admits the plough : 
For how had man or beaſt been fed 
If ſhe had kept her maidenhead ? 
Lelia once coy, as are the reſt, 
Hangs now a babe on either breaſt; 
And Chris, ſinee a man ſhe took, 
Has leſs of greenneſs in her look. 
Our ewes have yean'd, and every dam 
Gives ſuck unto her tender lamb, 
As by theſe groves we walk'd along, 
Some birds were feeding of their young, 
Some on their eggs did brooding fit, 
Sad that they had not hatch'd them yet; 
_ wt 
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"Thoſe that were flower than the reſt, 
Were buſy building of the neſt: 
You only will not pay the fine, | 
Vou vow'dand ow'd to eee ait 4 | 
As you were angling in the brook: oo 
With ſilken line and filver n ny 
Through cryſtal ſtream you might 4 
How vaſt and numberleſs a fry, oo 
"The fiſh had ſpawn'd, that all along 
The banks were crowded with a throng. 
And ſhall fair Venus more RG" E 
By water than ſhe does by land? | 
The Phenix chaſte, yet when ſhe e Ip 
Herſelf with her own aſhes lies. | 
But let thy love more wiſely thrive : 
To do the act while thou'rt alive. 
'Tis time we left our childiſh love, | 
That trades for toys, and now approve - 
Our abler ſkill; they are not wiſe 
Look babies only in the eyes. 
That ſmother'd ſmile ſhew'd what you meant, 
And modeſt filence gives conſent. 
That which we now prepare, will be 
Beſt done in filent ſecreſy. 

Come, do not weep, what is't you fear? 
Leſt ſome ſhould know what we did here? 
See, not a flow'r you preſt is dead, 
But re- erects its bending; head, 
That whoſoe'er ſhall paſs this way 
Knows not, by theſe, where Phyllis lays 7 
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And in your forehead there are none 
Can read the act that we have done. 

Alas! ſhe cry'd, poor ſimple maid ! 
By what ſtrange wiles art thou betray'd ? 
A treaſure thou haſt loſt to-day, 

For which thou canſt no ranſom pay: 
How black art thou transform'd with ſin ! 


How ſtrange a'guilt gnaws me within! 
Grief will convert this red to pale, 
When ev'ry wake and J/hitſun-Ale 


Shall talk my ſhame : Break, break, fad heart, 
There is no med'cine for my ſmart. 

No herb nor balm can cure my ſorrow, 
Unleſs you meet me here to-morrow. 
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MELESINDA's MISFORTUNE ; | 
OR THE 5 
BURNING HER SMO CK. 
u. D with the buſinefs of the day, 
Upon her couch ſupinely lay 


Fair Meli ſinda, void of care, 


No living creature being near: 


When ſtraight a calm and th ſleep 


Did o'er her drowſy eye-lids creep. 
Her ſenſes thus by fetters ty'd, 


By nimble fancy were ſupply'd ; 


S 


* 
— —— EE——PPP—————— CTR — [UC 
4 
| : * - 
- 
*. 


| 


MELESINDA's MISFORTUNE. 1 
Her quick imagination brought 

Th' ideas of her waking thought. 

She dream'd herſelf a new- made bride, 

In bed by young Philander's ſide; 

The poſlet's ate, the ſtocking's thrown, 

And all the company withdrawn: 

And now the bleſs'd Elizlum 

Of all her wiſh'd-for joy is come; 

Philander, all diſſolv'd in charms, 

Lies raptur'd in her circling arms. 

With panting breaſts, and ſwimming eyes, 

She meets the viſionary joys: 

In all the am'rous ſports of love, 
Which height of ecſtacy cou'd move. 

But as ſhe roving did advance 

Her trembling legs (O dire miſchance ! ) 

The couch being near the fire's ſide, 
She expanded them (alas ! ) too wide; 
Expoſs'd her nethermoſt attire 

_ Unto th' embraces of the fire. 

So the chaſte Phoenix of the eaſt, | | 
With flutt'ring, fires. her ſpicy neſt ; = 2 
So Semele, embracing Fove, | ps 
Burnt both with fire, and with love. | 
The flames at firſt did trembling ſeize | 
The dangling hem of this loſt prize: | 
But, finding no reſiſtance higher, .* 
(As *tis their nature to aſpire) _ 
Approaching near the ſeat of bliſs, 
Centre of earthly happineſs, 


Which 
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| Which more of real pleaſure yields 


Than all the feign'd Eliſan fields. 

But ignorance muſt now excuſe 

The ſilence of my baſhful muſe ;- 
Her modeſty had ne'er the face 

T* aſcend above the gart'ring- place: 


But, doubtleſs, *twas a lovely fight 


The fire beheld by its own light. 

Ovid wiſh'd himſelf a flea, 

That ſo transform'd, he might ſurvey 
His love all o'er, and uncontroul'd, 


Her ev'ry grace and charm behold: 


Had Ovid's flea been there that night, 


I fear he'd had but ſmall delight, 
His rival flames had ſpoil'd his bliſs, 


And made him curſe his metamorphoſis, - 


At laſt, the flames are grown ſo rude, 


They boldly every where intrude : 
They ſoon recall the lady's ſenſe, 
And chase the pleaſing viſion thence, 
Soon as her eyes recover'd light, 


She ſtraight beheld the diſmal fight ; 


Beheld herſelf the blazing ftar, 

Or bright tail glow-worm from afar : 
She had not time to meditate 6) 
Upon the ſtrangeneſs of her fate, 

But was confin'd to lay about, 

To beat the impious fire out. 

The am'rous flames were loth to go, 
They kiſs d her hand at ev'ry blow; 
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And round her iv'ry fingers play, 
And ſeem'd as if they begg'd to ſtay; 
Vanquiſh'd at laſt, they did retire, 
And ina gloomy ſmoke expire : 
When, viewing of her half-burnt ſmock, 
Thus to herſelf the fad nymph ſpoke : 
cc Ts this th* effect of dreams? Is this 
The fruit of all my fancy'd bliſs? 
« Misfortunes will, I ſee, betide, 
« When maidens throw their legs too wide; 
E Had I but kept my legs acroſs, 
„ and my ſmock had had no loſs. | 
« T ought, I'm ſure, t' have ta'en more heed, 
« For ne'er had virgin greater need: 
« My kindneſs, and my little care, 
« Have left me ſcarce a ſmock to wear. 
“Some have been begg'd, ſome have been burn'd, 
« And ſome to clouts or tinder turn d. 
« Two ſmocks laſt night the flames ſurpriz bk 
« And in the flaſket facrifie'd ; 
« Others I did on friends beſtow, 
« (Not dreaming I ſhou'd want em now:) 
« But I cou'd bear the loſs of them, 
« Had not the fire diſturb'd my dream. 
« There is a ſaying frights me too, 
« But heavꝰ'n forbid it ſhou'd be true! 
« That when a virgin burns her train, 
« She all her life muſt one remain. 
« I dare not be of this belief; 
For, ſhou'd I, I ſhou'd die with grief. 


Live 
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« Live always here a Ke ar life ! 

cc And never, never be a wife «7 
Never enjoy a marriage bed, 


« Nor loſe a hated maidenhead 
« Ah, cruel flames] you're too unkind 


«To bring theſe fancies to my mind! 


« Down, down, into your native hell, 
6“ In your own blazing regions dwell ; 
« Trouble me no more, let me . 


« My linen, or my dream, in peace.” 
Thus the poor nymph bewaiPd her treach'rous luck, 


At once to loſe ſo good a dream and ſmock. 
---. -t. - -. 
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By Lord L ANS D O . N E. 


HY pines my dear? To Fulvia, his young 
n bride, 
Who penſive fat, thus aged Cornus 2 U. 
Alas! ſaid ſhe, ſuch viſions break my reſt, 
The ſtrangeſt thoughts! I think I am poſſeſt: 
My ſymptoms I have told a man of ſkill, 
8 And—if 1 6 ſays I mi ight, —be well. 
| | Take 
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Take his advice, faid he, my poor dear wife, 

Il buy at any rate thy precious life. 

Bluſhing, ſhe wou'd excuſe, but all in vain, 

A doctor mult be fetch'd to eaſe her pain. 

Hard preſt, ſhe yields: From White's or Will's, 

or Tom's, 

No matter which, he's fra mmon'd, and ls comes. 
The careful huſband, with a kind embrace, 
Entreats his care; then bows, and quits the place: 
For little ailments oft attend the fair, 

Not decent for a huſband's eye, or ear. 

Something the dame wou'd ſay: The ready knight 
Prevents her ſpeech Here's that ſhall ſet you right, 
Madam, ſaid he With that the door's made cloſe, 
He gives, deliciouſly, the healing doſe. 

Alas! ſhe cries, ah me! Ah cruel cure 
Did ever woman yet like me endure ! 
The work perform'd : Upriſing gay and light, 
Old CGornus is call'd in, to ſee the fight. 

A ſprightly red vermillions all his face, 

And her eyes languiſh with unuſual grace. 
With tears of Joy, freſh guſhing from his eyes, 

O wond'rous pow'r of art! Old Grnus cries, 
Amazing change ! Aſtoniſhing ſucceſs ! 
Thrice happy I! | What a brave man is this! 
Maids, wives, and widows, with like whims poſſeſt, 


May thus find certain eaſe — Probatum eff. 


s THE 


HERE liv'd in Derby, near the Peak,, 

E A parſon fam'd for many a freak, 
Who had no ſtomach: to his work, 
But cramm'd and guzzled like a Turk - 
His comely paunch was ſwoln fo high, 
As if the very rim wou'd fly: 
Stuft, during Lent, as tho' he'd burſt, 
Nor car'd if Fih or Fleſb came firſt ; 
No days of abſtinence he kept, * 
But ate, and drank, and read, and ſlept. 
To Alis of Venery was prone, 
Or with my Lady, or with Joan, 
For Hag or Angel was all one. 

He had a ſharp, and leering eye, 
A blithe or buxom laſs to ſpy, 
His mother-tongue could write or ſpeak, 
But fell in fits at ſight of Greet; 
Thought plays and novels dainty fare, 
To Homies, or Common Prayer; 
And Bonefonius & pleaſs'd him better, 
Than Nettingham's or Whifton's letter. 
He'd talk of daggers, darts, and flames, 
Of heroes great with Pagan names; 


A Latin amorous Poet of the laſt century. 
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Of lovers ſhrunk to ſkeletons, 
With hardly ſkin to hide their bones; 
But he took moſt eſpecial care, 
To keep his ribs from growing bare. 
His ſtately jowls he thought no trouble ; 
His noſe was rich, his chin was double ; 
His fluſhing cheeks with nature's paint, 
Prov'd him a toper, tho' no faint. 


This prieſt, as modern ſtories teach, 


For a young doxy felt an itch, 

A cockney, of no ſcanty fame, 

Whoſe ev'ry grace her worth proclaim ; 
Was briſk and buxom, blithe and gay, 
And pert as any Poppin- jay; 
Had wit at will, of tales was fond, 

For ev'ry New Romance ſhe conn'd; 
Had all Curlo* Lechery by heart, 

Which he in Tryals does impart: 

O' er racy ſack, and nut brown. ale, 
Would ſing like any Nightingale. 

Chaunt all the tunes both new and old, 
And drink her tea, or hot, or cold ; 
Could heave her breaſts, or roll her eye, 
And ſoftly breathe, and ſweetly ſigh : 
And ſundry other motions reach, 
Without one ſyllable of ſpeech ; 

All which were certain ſigns the dame, 
Was a well-wiſher to- that ſame. 


% A noted Vender of obſcene books. 
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140 Tur CURIOUS WIFE. 
Soon was this nymph by Jſaac won, 
The knot was ty'd, the feat was done: 

Here, might I ſum up all the feaſt, 

And tell the temper of each gueſt ; 

Who gave the bride, who carv'd the meat, 18 

How long they drank, how much they eat; 

But ſhorter bounds I mean to fix, 

For fear my ſtory prove prolix ; 

Elſe I ſhould ramble in this ſtyle, 

And ſpin it out to half a mile. 
But right, as Matthew Prior ſung, 

A Tale ſhould never be too long: 

And ne'er a bard from ſea to ſea, 

Can tell a tale ſo well as hee 

Our bride, with vapours much caſt down, 

To leave the pleaſures of the town; | 

Yet muſt to Derby/hire repair, 

(For Jaac's Vicarage was there.) 

Who made the cunning gipſy know, 

Twas vain againſt the ſtream to row. 

And let her for her heart contrive, 

She needs muſt go, when ſpouſe does drive 3 

So on they jog a market trot, 

For each a ſober palfrey got: 

Still fondly calling Duck and Dear, 

And chatting of their late good cheer, 

Till they arriv'd in Derbyſbire; 

Where madam firſt appear'd in view, 

In decent 2 of ſable hue, 


A ſcarf 
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A ſcarf to touch her very toe, 

Flounc'd with a colour'd furbelow, 

A diamond ring on finger worn, 

Such as a lady might adorn, 

A muff, and tippet, fine and neat, 

As ſoft as ſilk, as black as jett. 

The farmer's wives around her throng, 
And call her handſome, fair, and young; 
Applaud her charms, admire her tongue, 
Their chiefeſt humours they beſtow, 
Wherever madam comes in view; 

And none preſumes to make a feaſt 

But ſhe's invited as a gueſt ; 

Has the firſt ſlice, the largeſt ſhare, 
The higheſt place, the elbow chair. 

A Heard of Wealth her huſband hath, 
Nor wants he aught but JYorks and Faith; 
Keeps Bull and Stallion, to diſpenſe 
Large doles of due benevolence ; 

His glebes were ſtock'd, his cellars fill'd, 
His lands the beſt of grain did yield; 

His barns were cramm'd, and a huge ſtore 
Of poultry cackled at the door; 

Whom madam fed with. pleaſing look ; 

Yet ſtill ſhe wondered at the Cock, 

That in his amorous career, 

On ev'ry hen beſtow'd a ſhare : 

Yet could ſhe never ſee the toys 

That made his crowing-courage riſe. 
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Full oft ſhe peep'd, full oft ſhe view'd, 
When he his jovial game purſu'd : | 
Her brains ſhe beat, her wits ſhe ſtrain'd, 
Vet ſtill the mighty doubt remain'd. 
One night before they went to reſt, 
In folded arms ſhe cloſely preſt, 
And gave ſoft kiſſes to her ſpouſe, 
As every married woman does, 
When firſt the fetters are put on, 
For this was all but Honey Moon. 
Says ſhe, if tender love may plead, 
May my entreaties then ſucceed : 
One thing remains a myſtery 
Far from my thoughts, as from my eye: 
Let me the naked truth diſcern, 
And teach me what I long to learn. 
Our fprightly Cock gallants each hen, 
Altho' we keep no leſs than ten: 
Yet romps he o'er both great and ſmall, 
Nor know I what he fw:nks withal. 
But on his legs two truncheons grow, 
With which he whims their gigs I trow. 
Can he with theſe maintain the freak ? 
Or play ſo much at Hide and Szek ? 
Can he ſo many hens run or? 
In troth there's work for half a ſcore. 
Quoth Jſaac, ſurely by St. Paul, 
My Duck, thou art a fimple foul : 
Fowls, from the Eagle to the Wren, 
Are harneſs d otherwiſe than men, 
5 $a h i For 


Tat CURIOUS WIFE. 143 


For the male's engines of delight 
Lie in their bellies out of ſight: 
Elſe all the goodly ware they boaſt, 
Among the thorns would ſoon be loſt. 
Thus, ever warm, they much advance 
The pleaſing ſports of dalliance, 
Which in a month more courage rears, 
Than any man in twenty years. 
O Gemini ! ſays ſhe, I'm bleſt, 
If there's the bottom of the jeſt; 
By all the holy powers above, 
If warmth ſo much engenders love, 
High in thy bowels thruſt thy gear, 
And jewels eke, that dangle here. 
That never can be done, I ween, 
For as I hope to be a Dean, 
This Falftaſt-belhy round and big, 
Was built for home-brew'd ale, and pig; 
There's not one cranny left for Theſe, 
Nor for a M beat: trau, nor two Peaſe. 
If in thy belly there's no room, 
Sweet {/aac, warm em in my womb. 
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A TALE, 


| Two virgins in the prime of lf, ; 
Who each had rather been a wife ; 
Sally and Jenny were their names, 
Like ſiſters, own'd their equal flames, 
And talking in a merry mood, 
Of what ſome hold man's chiefeſt good: 
That, judg'd the largeſt, this the leaſt, 
To ſuit with her affairs the beſt. 
But uninform'd by hand or eyes, 
Of the'true ſtandard manly ſize, 
Now that the Reader will ſurpriſe, 
For lechery, and learning fake, 
A trial they reſolv'd to make, 
That might give fancy truer ſcope, 
And ſome ideas what to hope. 

Their brother they had often heard, 
Tho? guilteſs both of wit and beard; 
Was thought a lad of parlous parts, 

In what moſt takes with female hearts: 
Vet ſtill they doubted, at thoſe years, 
If he was rightly in his geers. 
His ſapling might in time prove timber, 
But now they fear'd it much too limber ; 
And wiſh'd a project to contrive 
To make fifteen ſeem twenty-five * 


To raiſe and round young doodle's figure, 

Big as the biggeſt, what tho? bigger ? 
An inſtrument was on the table, 

(Pray don't imagine this all fable) 

With which their Sire was wont to pore 

On flies and maggots by the hour, 

For he was one of thoſe ſhrewd elves, 

Who ſtudy all things bnt themſelves. 

So mighty wiſe, that he could py 

The motes in Luna's radiant eye. 

And yet fo dull, he could not find 

Which way his daughters were inclin'd. 

The girls, more prudent, would reduce 

Philoſephy to common uſe. 

Their ſcheme was pleaſant, and was new, 

And thus the rogues their game purſue. 
The booby boy lay faſt aſleep, 

Aſide his bed they ſlily ere; 

And gently lifting down the ſheet, 

Their eyes a bold Priapus meet ; 

Erect, and firm as honeſt truth, 

In all the comely force of youth. 

Sally directs the optick frame 

In a right line before that ſame 1 

And each by turns indulg'd her ſight 

With the gay ſcene it brought to light. 


The tube plumps up the nervous feature, 


And adds twelve inches to its ſtature. 

Happy, quoth Sally, were the bade 

With ſuch a weapon by her ſide ! 15 
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But prythee, Jenny let me ſee 

Th' effect this charm. wou'd have on thee. 
With that ſhe ſlily bolts the door, | 
And ſpreads the wanton on the floor, 
Naked the little gipſy lies, 5 

Her legs extended, and her thighs. 

The nice ſurveyor mov'd the glaſs, 

In curious ſearch from place to place: 
Firſt view'd the curious lawn above ; 

Then all beneath the moſſy grove: 


At laſt ſhe fix'd her active ſight 


On the ſweet fountain of delight: 
When lo! it yawn'd fo hugeous wide, 
That Salh laughing, loudly cry'd, 
To have that gap fill'd up, I fear, 
You ne'er muſt hope from man, my dear. © + 
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A TALE. 


A T Trompington, not far from 88 ſtood 
Acroſs a pleaſant ſtream, a bridge of wood; 


Near it a mill, in low and plaſhy ground, 


Where corn from all the * parts was 


ground. 


The ſturdy Miller, with his SFr Ay locks, 
Proud as a pegcock, cunning as a fox, 


Could 
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Could pipe, and fiſh, and wreſtle, throw a net, 
Turn drinking cups, and teach young dogs to ſet ; 
Brawny, big-bon'd, ſtrong made was ev'ry limb, 
But few durſt venture to contend with him. 
A dagger hanging at his belt he had, 
Made of an ancient ſword's well temper'd blade; 
He wore a Sheffield whittle in his hoſe ; 
Broad was his face, and very flat his noſe; 
Bald as an ape behind was this man's crown; 
No one could better beat a market down : 
But Millers will be thieves ; he us'd to ſteal, 
Slyly and artfully, much corn and meal. 

This Miller's wife came of a better race, 
The Parſon's daughter of the town ſhe was: 
Her portion ſmall, her education high, 
She had her breeding in a nunnery. 
„ Whoe'er he marry'd (Simkin boldly ſaid) 

< Should be a maid well-born, and nicely | bred.” 
You'd laugh to ſee him in his beſt array, 
Strutting before her on a holy-day. 
If any boldly durſt accoft his wife, 
He drew his dagger, or his Sheffield knife, 
"Tis dang'rous to provoke a jealous fool; 
She manag'd cunningly her ſtubborn tool. 
To all beneath her infolently high ; 
Walk'd like a duck, and chatter'd like a pie: 
Proud of her breeding, froward, full of ſcorn, 
As if ſhe were of noble parents born; 
With other virtues of the ſame degree, 
All learn'd in that choice ſchool, a Nunnery, 
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Their daughter was juſt twenty, coarſe and bold: 
A boy too in a cradle, ſix months old. 
Thick, ſhort, and brawny, this plump damſel was . 
Her noſe was flat, her eyes were grey as glaſs 
Her haunches broad, with breaſts up to her chin; 
Fair was her hair, but tawny was her ſkin. 

A mighty trade this luſty Miller drove; ; 
All for convenience came, not one for love. 
Much griſt from Cambridge to his lot did fall, 
And all the corn-they us'd at. Scholar” 5-ball. 
Their Manciple fell dangerouſly ill; 
Bread miſt be had, their grift went to the mill : 
This Simkin moderately ftole before, 
Their ſteward ſick, he robb'd them ten- times more. 
Their bread fell ſhort ; ; the Warden ſtorm” d, with 
| a | 

Examined thoſe who brought it — 5 the mill. 

The miller to a ſtrict account they call: 
He impudently ſwears he gave them all. 
Two poor young ſcholars, hungiy, much dif. 
ſtreſs'd, 
& Who thought themſelves more wiſe than all the 
reit) 
Entreat the Warden, the next corn he ſent, 
To truſt it to their prudent management : 

Both would attend him with ſuch care and art, 
Defy him then to ſteal the ſmalleſt part. | 
At laſt the ¶ arden grants what they defire ; 

All is got ready as theſe two require. 3 


= 
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Bold men, tho diſappointed, ne'er are ſham'd ; 
One was call'd Alen, t'other John was nam'd, 
Both Northern men, both in one town were born, 
They mount, and lead the horſe that bears the corn. 
Be careful, Alen cries, and do not ſtray.” 
« Fear nothing, he replies, I know the way. 
Thus they jog on, and on the road contrive 
To catch the thief, till at the mill they rive. 
* Ho, Sim, ſays John, what ho, the Miller there! 
Who calls?” fays Simtin, tell me who you are.” 
«. How fares your comely daughter and your wife? 
© What, John and Allen? welcome by my life, 
The Miller faid ; What wind hath brought you 
; r 
« That which makes old wives ne brought 
us together. 
« Who Eceps no man, mult his own ſervant be; 
Our Manciple is very ſick, and we 
* Are with the corn from our good Warden come, 
« To ſee it ground, and bring it ſafely home : 
« Diſpatch it, Sim, with all the haſte you may.“ 
„It ſhall be done (he ſays) without delay. 
What will you do while I have this in hand ?” 
Says John, „ Juſt at the hopper will I ſtand, | 
« (In my whole life I never ſaw griſt ground,) 
And mark the clack how juſtly it will found.” 
* Ah! Chum John, cries Allen, will you ſo? 
Then will I watch how it ſteals out below.” 
Sim, at their plot maliciouſly did ſmile ; | 
None could, they thought, ſuch learned clerks 
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He meant to caſt a miſt before their eye, 
In ſpite of all their fine philoſophy; | 
Neither ſhould find where he convey'd the meal; 
The narrower they watch'd, the more he'd ſteal. 
© Theſe ſcholars for the flour ſhall have the bran ; 
© The learnd'ſt clerk is not the wiſeſt man.” 
Then out he ſteals, and finds, where, by the head 
Their horſe hung faſten'd underneath a ſhed ; 
_ He flips the bridle o'er his neck; the ſteed 
Makes to the fens, where mares and fillies feed. 
 Unmiſs'd comes Sim, finds John fix'd at his poſt, 
And Allen diligent, no meal was loſt : 
Now do me juſtice, friends,” he ſays, * = can 
* Convince your Warden I'm an honeſt man.” 
Now the great work is done, the corn is ground, 
The grift is ſacked, and every ſack well bound: 
John runs to fetch the horſe ; aloud he cries, 
& Come hither Alen; Allen to him flies. 
O friend, we are undone !“ What m mean You, 
Jahn? 
Look there's the Bridle, but our Horſe i is gone!“ 
Gone! whither?? fays he. Nay, Heav'n 
« knows, not I.” ; 
Out bolts Sim's wife, and (with a ready lie) 
She cries, „I ſaw him toſs his head, and play, 
Then lip the looſen'd reins, and trot away.“ 
© Which way ?' they both demand—< With wan- 
e ton bounds, 
Law him ſcamp'ring tow'rd yon fenny grounds : 
« Wild 


Taz MILLER er TROMPINGTON. 15 


© Wild mares and colts in thoſe low marſhes feed. 

Away the ſcholars run with utmoſt ſpeed, 

Forget their former cautious huſbandry ; 

Their fack does at the Miller's mercy lie. 

He half a buſhel of their flour does take, 

Then bids his wife ſecure in it a cake. 

I'll ſend theſe empty boys again to ſchool, 

© To plot and ſtudy who's the greater fool: 

Look where the learned blockheads make their ways 

© Let us be merry, while thoſe children play.“ 
Theſe ſilly ſcholars ran from place to place 

Now here, now there, unequal was the chace. 

They call him by his name, whiſtle and cry, 

« Ho Ball !” but Ball is pleais'd with liberty. 

At night into a narrow place they brought him, 


Drove him into a ditch, and there they caught him. 


Weary and wet, as cattle in the rain, 
Allen, and ſimple Fohn, come back again, 


« Alas! cries John, wou'd I had ne'er been born! 


„ When we return, we ſhall be laugh'd to ſcorn. 
“ Call'd by the Fellows, and our Warden, fools ; 
« Our griſt is ſtol'n, and we the Miller's tools. 
Thus Fohn complains : Allen without remorſe, 
Goes to the barn, and in he turns his horſe. | 
Both cold and hungry, wet and daub'd with mire, 
They find the Miller ſitting at his fire. 

« We can't return,” they ſay, © before tis light, 
“ $0 beg for lodging in your mill to-night,” _ 
Simkin replies, Welcome with all my heart, 

II find you out the moſt convenient part. 
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My houſe is ſmall, but you are learned men; 
© You can by dint of argument maintain, 
That twenty yards a mile in breadth compriſe : 
Now ſhow your art, and make a miller wiſe.” 

« You're merry, friend ; but wetand clammy earths 

“Hunger and cold, provoke few men to mirth. 

« A man complies with neceſſary things, 

“ Content with what he finds, or what he brings. 

« *Tis meat and drink we earneſtly deſire; 

To warm and dry us with a better fire. 
Look, we have coin to pay what you demand, 

We ne'er catch falcons with an empty hand.“ 

Sim ſends his daughter to a neighb'ring houſe 

For good ſtrong ale, and roaſts a well- fed gooſe. 

Tho' homely was his room, it was not ſmall ; 

They had no other, it muſt ſerve them all. 

The daughter makes for theſe two youths a bed, 

Lays on clean ſheets, with blankets fairly ſpread. 
Twelve foot beyond, in the remoteſt place, 

There ſtood another for their daughter Grace. 

The ſupper does with ſprightly mirth abound, 

Each has his jeſt, the nappy ale goes round; 

Nor the ſquab daughter, nor the wife were nice, 
Fach health the youths began, Sim pledg'd it twice. 
The heady liquor ſtupifies their care, 

But midnight paſt, they all to reſt repair. 

The miller yawn'd, his eyes began to cloſe; 

The wife got Sim to bed, he had his doſe. 

She follow'd him ; but ſhe was gay and light, 

Her whiſtle had been wetted too that night ; 
y She 


1 


Taz MILLER or TROMPINGTON. 153 


She plac'd the child in cradle by her ſide, 
To give it ſuck, or rock it if it cry'd. 
The daughter too, when once the ale was gone, 
Retir'd to bed; fo Alen did, and John. 
Sleep on the moſt did inſtantly prevail; 
The miller's luſty doſe of potent ale 
Made him like any ftone-horſe ſnort and ſnore, 
The treble was behind, the baſs before : 
The wite's loud tenor vacant parts did fill, 
The daughter bore her part with wond'rous ſkill, 
They might be heard a furlong from the mill. 

When this melodious concert firſt began, 

Young Allen tumbling, puſhes his friend John: 
© Tt is impoſſible to ſleep,” he ſays, 
© I'll up and dance, while this choice muſic plays.” 
Fohn cries, « What means my brother? Allen ſaid, 
© I mean to ſteal into the daughter's bed. 
Tis ſaid, the man who in one point is griev'd, 
© Ought in another point to be reliey'd. 


Our corn is ſtol'n, and we like fools are caught; 


The daughter ſhall repay the father's fault.“ 

« O Alen, he replies, © think while you can, 

« Fore heav'n the miller is a dang'rous man |! 

« Should he diſcover you, I would be loth 

© The thiefſhould wreak his vengeance on us both.“ 
I fear him not, ſays Allen, I am young; 
Tho' he's well ſet, my finews are as ſtrong.” 
Then up he gets; © Now, friend, good luck” (he ſaid) 


* he daughter's trumpet led him to her bed; 
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_ Half Rupify'd with ale, ſhe ſprawling lay ; 


He ſoftly creeping in, foon hit his way; 

Soon put all knotty queſtions out of doubt, 

Stopping her mouth, prevented crying out. 
John grumbling lay, while Alen's place was void. 


Am I then idle, while my friend's employ'd ? 


&« He can revenge himfelf for all his harms, 
4 He has the miller's daughter in his arms, 
« While I lie ſpiritleſs, benumb'd and cold; 
e ſhall be jeer d to death, when this is told; 


* They nothing can perform, who ne'er * 3 


Faint heart, they ſay, did nel er fair lady win.” 
Then up he roſe, and ſoftly groping round, 


He found the cradle ſtanding on the ground, 


Cloſe by the miller's bed; this uneſpy'd 


He took, and ſet it by his own bed-ſide. 


The miller's wife had now more griſts tp grind, 


(some mills by water move, and ſome by wind) 


The proper utenſil not plac'd at hand, 
She roſe, by pure neceſſity conſtrai i'd. 
The grand affair diſpatch'd, and feeling round 
Her huſband's bed, no cradle could be found. 


& Where am I? Benedicite PP? the faid, 
„ This is undoubtedly the ſcholar's bed.“ 
Then turning Yother way, her hand did light 


Full on the cradle. — Worb, ſhe cry'd, I'm right, * 
Lifting the clothes, into the bed ſhe leapt, | 


55 And cloſe to hn full harmleſsly ſhe crept : 


In a ſhort time he takes her in his arms, 
And kindly treats her with unuſual charms. 


| She 
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She thought (ſtrange fancies working in her mind) 

Some ſaint had made her huſband over-kind. 

Propitious ſtars this fortune did beftow _ 

On both, till the third cock began to crow. 

Now Allen fancy'd light wou'd ſoon appear, 

He kiſs'd the wench, and ſaid, My Grace, my dear! 

| © Thou kindeſt of thy ſex, the day comes on, 
© And we mult part. Alas, will you be gone,” 

She ſaid, © and leave poor harmleſs me alone? 

If I ſtay longer, we are both undone; 

For ſhould your father wake, and find me here, 

What will become of me. and you, my dear ?? 

« That dreadful thought (ſhe Na diſtracts * 

Ces heart, 

& Too ſoon you won me, md too ſoon we part. 

Then clinging round his neck, with weeping eyes, 

She ſays, Remember me! Alen replies, 

I'll quickly find occaſion to return; 

ou ſhall not long for Allen's abſence mourn.” 
Farewell!“ ſhe cries; “ but, deareſt, one word 

« more; 

« You'll find upon a fack behind the door 

A cake, and under it a bag of meal; 

« 'The flour my father and myſelf did ſteal 

« Out of your ſack; but take it, tis your own; » 

« Be careful, love — not a word more, be gone.“ 
Now Allen ſoftly feeling for his bed, 

By chance his hand lays on the cradle-head. 

And ſhrinking from it, ſaid, with no ſmall fear, 

That rogue the miller and his wife lie there.” 

H 6 Turning 
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Turning; he finds Sim's pallet —in he crept; 
Im right,” he ſays, dull John all night has ſlept.” 
Then ſhaking wi Wake, ſwineherd,” Allen cries, 


% - I've joyful news.” — “ What hh an Sim 


* 


replies. 

. J am the luckieſt rogue _ this 70 bets, 
c I have had full employment all the night: 

© The daughter kindly paid her father's ſcore, 
© All night I have embrac'd her. O, the whore! 
« O thou falſe traytor, Clerk! thou haſt defil' d 
Our honeſt family, deflow'r'd our child! 
« Thy life ſhall anſwer it. With that he caught 
At Allen's throat: Young Allen ſtoutly fought. 
Both give and take, returning blows with blows; 
But Alen ſtruck the Miller on the noſe 2 
With all his force; out flies the . gore, 
And down- it runs: they tumble on the floor; 
Then up they get, lab'ring with equal ſtrife: 
Sim ſtumbling backwards quite acroſs his wife. 
She, faſt aflery. none of this ſcuffle heard; 
Wak'd by his fall, and heartily afear'd : 
« Help, Hoh Croſs of Broholme! (O, I faint ) 
« Help, my good Angel] help, my Patron Saint ! 


> © The Hiend lies on me like a load of lead! 


£08 


* Remove this dev'l, this night- mare, or I'm dead!“ 
Then up ſtarts John, and turns em from the wife, 
Hunts for a cudge! to conclude the ftrife. 


Up gets the Miller, Allen graſps him cloſe, 
Both play at hard-head, ſtruggling to get looſe. 


- 
> g * 
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Out ſtept the wife, well knowing where there * 
In a by- corner, a tough piece of wood; _ 

On this ſhe ſeiz'd, and by a glimm'ring light, 

Which enter'd at a chink, ſaw ſomething white: * 
But, by a foul miſtake, twas her ill . 
To take Sim's bald pate for the ſcholar's cap. 

- She lifts the ſtaff, it fell on his bare crown, 
Strong was the blow, ſhe knock'dherhuſbanddown, 
5 FQLS am ſlain !* the Miller loudly cry'd; | 

Live to be hang'd, thou thief,” Alen reply'd. 

Away they go, firſt take their meal and cake, 

Then lay the griſt upon their horſe's back. 
To Scholars-hall they march, for now twas light, 
Pleas'd with the ſtrange adventures of the night. 
The wife the ſcholars curſes, binds Sim's head, 
Then lifts him up, and lays him on the bed. 
O wife, fays he, our daughter is defal'd ! 

© That villain An has debauch'd our child! 

_ © Miſtaking me-for John, he told me all; 
| © Ten thouſand furies plague that Scholars-hall.. 

« O, falſe abuſive knave; (the wife reply d) 

« In ev'ry word the villain ſpoke, he ly'd. | 

« I wak'd and heard our harmleſs child complain, 

And roſe to know the cauſe, and eaſe her pain. 
e found her torn with gripes, a dram I brought, 

« And made her take a comfortable draught ; _ 

« Then lay down by her, chaf'd her ſwelling breaſt, 

And lull'd her in theſe very arms to reſt, 
« All was contrivance, malice all, and fpitez 


« TE AYE not parted from her all this night..“ 
| | © Then 
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x58 Tux GLISTER. 
© Then xs ſhe innocent! © Ay, by my life, 
« As pure and fpotleſs — as thy boſom wife.“ 
Vm ſatisfy d ſays Sim. O that damn d ball „ 
l do the beſt I can to flarve them all” | 
And thus the miller of his fear is eas'd, | 
The mother and the daughter both well-pleas'd. 
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eee theſe our own! 

e What forward zeal for vice is fnown! 

en beardleſs boys do now know more 

| 5 men at forty did of yore: 

Who, train'd to virtue, kept alive 

Their maidenheads till twenty-five ; 

Nor loft them then, till holy bands, - 

To ſome chaſte nymph, had join'd their hands. h 
But now, alas! e'en children name, 
Without a bluſh, their parts of ſhame ; 
In wicked ſport they rudely ſcrawl 
Unſeemly words on ev'ry wall, 

And underneath the well-ſpelt line 
The parts themſelves at large deſign ; 


Cauſe 


Tar GLIS TEE mw 
| Cauſe maids to bluſh behind the fan, 
To languiſh, ſigh, and wiſh for man. 
Such lewdneſs ſure —— «< Nay, ſtop, my friend l 
„Will this vile ſcandal never end? —> 
« Shall you be ſuffer'd thus to rail? 
Have patience, Sir, and wait the tale : 
The calumny is not my own, 
As in'the ſequel will be ſhown. 
I've done no more than dreſt in rhime, 
The common ſlander of the time. 
Attend awhile, and I'll unfold, 
If that my jaded muſe will hold, 
A modern tale I've ta*en from many, 
(With thoſe of old ſhall challenge any) 
Which, ſpite of ſcandal's baneful tongue, 
Shall vindicate our youth from wrong ; 
At once ſhall ftrike lewd falſnood dead, 
And injur'd truth ſhall rear her head. 
Begin my muſe, the tale relate. —— 
Near Reading's town there liv'd of late, 
A ſimple farmer and his mate ; | 
Who paſs'd their days as free from ſtrife 
As e' er was known *twixt man and wife: 
With plenty was their table crown'd, 
With plenty did their fields abound : - 
A fon they had — and Foe his name, 
The product of their nuptial flame. 
Ere fifteen years the boy had ſeen, - 
For I ſhall paſs o'er all between, 


He'd 
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Hed leartit to. read, to write, and ſpell; - 
Cou' d caſt accompts too, paſſing well; 

Full twenty Latin words, I ween, + 

Cou' d tell in Engliſb what they mean. 

A little French too he cou'd ſpeak, _ 

And ſomething knew of heathen Greet. 

And *twas aver'd, by all who knew him, 

That parſon Cape was nothing to him. 
The parſon lov'd his pipe and pot, 

Grave moraliſts he-heeded not, 

And call'd each ſage a dreaming ſot. 

Said, faith alone cou'd work falvation ; 

That unbelief had ſunk the nation; | 

That works were dead, and good for naught, 

As holy church had wiſely taught ; | 

That all free-thinkers, well as liars, 

Were meant to burn in Satan's fires : . 
| He thought em worſe — he'd not diſſemble—- 
Than fiends, for they believe and tremble; 

And he who mounts an air balloon, 

Will find his way to heav'n as ſoon. 

« A lively faith,” ſaid he, «my friends, 
0 Relieves our wants, procures our ends. 
Had none by wicked doubts been toſt, 
4 America had.ne'er been loſt, Oe: 
And long ere this, twixt me and you, 
« We'd ſoundly. drub'd and tax'd *em too. 
No wonder now that ils betide, 
“ For unbelief ſpreads far and wide; 


Sad, 


Tax GLIS T ER. 161 


tt Sad, ſinful doctrines are maintain'd, 
« And holy myſt' ries much profan'd, —— 
« But hang dull thoughts ! — Pl give em o'er 5 
« Of infidels I'll ſay no more. 

« Dry ſtudy too! why who'd endure it, 
« That's doom'd for life to be a curate ? 
« A dean, indeed, or een a vicar, 
May read all day —abftain from liquor; 
« And where a biſhoprick's in ſight, 
« All this and more, I grant, is right. 
« Were theſe preferments in my way, 
« I'd read by night, as well as day; 
« And eke, to make the matter ſure, 
« My fav'rite ale I wou'd abjure; 
« My darling pipe too I'd eſchew, 
« And all things elſe that worldlings do. 
« But, fixt to drudge, for paltry hire, 
“Without a hope of riſing higher, 
Pray what to me are authors ſtale ? = 
Not worth a ſingle jug of ale. 
“I hold it ſinful, let me tell ye, 
« Without good cauſe to ſtarve the belly. 
« The man is hyp'd whoſe always ſober ; 
« He's all alive who drinks oftober. 


Paul ſomewhere fays — I'm right, I think - 


« And Paul cou'd ſoundly judge of drink, 

« That ale doth cheer the heart of man: 

“ So boy — d'ye hear? — fill t'other cann.”” 
Thus argu'd Crape — and who can blame ? 

Wine er reproach d with Jeſcph's name. 

7 « Enough 
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Return to Foe.” —— Behold him nigh. 
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« Enough of Cape, my readers cry; 


I be honeſt farmer, joyous cries, 
e Was ever ſon ſo learn'd and wiſe ! 
„ A fund of ſuch extenſive knowledge 
« Is fit t'adorn Phyſician's College. 
To pave his way to ſuch promotion, 
« And ſure I am, I'm right in notion, 
© T'll have him ſent to Doctor Blifter, 
« To learn of him t'inject a gliſter; 
« 'To cure the gripes, the gout, and *tifick, — 
In brief, to learn the art of phyſick.” 
To eaſe my mule, ſuppoſe it done, 
And Joe is to the doctor gone. 
When now he's ſent with keaps of ſlop, 
Collected from his maſter's ſhop; 
With bliſters, draughts, and pills in plenty; 
And purges eke, at leaſt ſome twenty: 
A gliſter too for Lady Froket, 
To eaſe the dreadful pains of cholick, 


Which Joe was order'd ſtraight to give, 


Or elle the lady cou'd not live. 
« And Foe, d'ye hear ?”—the doctor cry'd, 

« That no miſtake herefrom betide, 
.« This counſel take. — You know, behind, 
« There is a vent to paſs out wind. 
« There thruſt the pipe by flow degrees, 
« (Forgetting not the end to greaſe) 
« Then preſs the bag, with all your might, 

« Until the ſame is empty'd quite. St? 7 
= 5 a « This 
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« This bus'nefs done, make no delay, 


« But draw the pipe, and come your way.” 


Inſtructed thus, our Foſeph goes, 
And, bluſhing, turns aſide the clothes. 
Now, trembling, looks with careful eye, 
To find the part the pipe Capply ; 

When lo! to Foſeph's great ſurpriſe, 
A form moſt ſtrange aſſaults his eyes. 
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* Save me!” he cry'd, © What's this I ſee? 


« Pm all amazement ! can it be? 
« The devil — bleſs us! — or ſome ſuch, 
« Has made a paſſage here too much 
« If aught cou'd raiſe in Satan fear, 
« ?*Twou'd be what I do now ſee here. 
And ſurely, were he but to ſee 

«& His own vile work, he'd ſhake like me. 
In ſuch a nice affair as this, 
« *Tis odds but I may act amiſs ; 
„ For which to chuſe, or which decline, 


« Wou'd puzzle wiſer heads than mine. 


« *T were better then to run to maſter, 
« And tell him of this ſad.diſaſter. 
© Mayhap he'll ſtitch up one — and then 
All matters will be right agen.— 
« But ſhou'd the doctor chafe and ſcold, 
« For he is woundy hot I'm told; 
« I then ſhou'd wiſh that, in deſpite, 
« I'd giv'n the gliſter wrong or right.” 
Thus mutter'd he, in accents low, 
The while exploring things below. 


FA 
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. Now tols'd by turns with doubts and fears, 
Abaſh'd he ſtood, | and ſcratch'd his ears. 

The lady, rack d with inward wind, 
Had hop'd, ere this, ſome eaſe to find; 
And vex d at Foſeph's ſtrange delay, 
With anger ſhe aloud did ſay, 
« When will the dreaming fool have done? 
& Inject the gliſter, and be gone.” | 

At this reproof, poor Joe, in haſte, 
With trembling hands the gliſter plac 'd, 
But plac'd it wrong, or fame does lie, 

And gave it in her - — nether eye. 
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A MATCH FOR THE DEVIL, 
4 TALK. 
* By 7. BROWN. 


HILE others idle tales FOR 
To fright men from the marry'd tate, 
Do thou, my muſe, in humble verſe, | 
The virtues of 2 wife rehearſe, 

A farmer of much wealth pofleſs'd, 
With friends too; while they /a/ted, bleſs'd, 
Kept open houſe, and lov'd to feaſt 


Thoſe who deſerv d and wanted leaſt. 
Ef Ty | To 
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To pleaſures he preſcrib'd no bounds ; 9 
He kept his hunters, pack of hounds. 
Some what laſcivious, ſomewhat vain, 
And ſtately pride poſſeſs'd his brain. 
To try all joys and plagues of life, 
He boldly took a buxom wife. 
Now freſh expences, freſh delights, 
Attend the day, and crown the nights. 
His new acquaintance crowd the houſe ; 
Some praiſe the fare, but moſt the ſpouſe: 
Each ſtrove who ſhould divert the moſt, T1 | 
But ftill *twas at the huſband's coſt. | 
He, thoughtleſs, prais'd th* expenſive pleaſure, | 
To pleaſe his dear domeſtic treaſure. HE: | 
All care was ſcorn'd, and bus'neſs vaniſh'd ; | 
The preſent joys, thoughts future baniſh'd : 
And being both of years but vernal, 
They thought their wealth and love eternal. 
But oh! how vain are all men's fancies ! 
IIl- grounded projects, mere romances ! 
What ſtrange deluſions fill our brain! 
What whims the wiſeſt entertain! = 
When we are eager to poſſeſs 9 
We ſmooth the road to happineſs : 
We level mountains, empty ſeas, . 
And reaſon fierce deſire obeys. 
The greateſt danger we deſpiſe; 
Our paſſions ſee, and not our eyes. | 

Our pair now find, ſome ſeaſons paſt, | | 
Nor weakh, nor love, would always laſt, 
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Unleſs improv'd with application; 


But that with us is out of faſhion. 

/ Gold indeed preſerves its ſway ; 
| \ | But love ! who does thy power obey? 
fg E'en women now profeſs to range, 


£ And all their pleaſure is in change; 
Now ſeek the preſent joys t' improve, 

Now yield to all, and call it love ; 
Artful new lovers to engage, 
Then ſlight his love, and ſcorn his rage. 
Thus they behold what they poſſeſs'd, 

- And wonder how they once were bleſt. 
Their jars are thought on, and improv'd ; 
They hate themſelves, cauſe once they lov'd. 
Thus. lab'ring on in dirty road, 

They ſnarl, and curſe the heavy load. 
How happy were our mortal ſtate, 

Mere indolence but our worſt fate 

No ſooner joys the place forſake, 

But racking pains dominion take; 

No ſooner love had fled the pair, 

When enter'd meagre want and care. 

The houſe, which had ſuch vaſt reſort, 
| When riot ſeem'd to keep his court, ig 
; Is now forſook, a lonely cell, / 


Where ſilence, undiſturb'd, might dwell. | 
Clean pans and ſpits the walls now grac'd; 

For ornament the pewter's plac'd ; | 

Bright diſhes entertain the eye ; I 


No kitchen-ſmoke offends the ſky. 1 
| Hogſheads 
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Hogſheads with diſmal ſounds complain'd 


Both hogſheads, and the man are drain'd. 
His landlord ſtern his rent demands, 


Stray'd are his flocks, unplough'd his lands. 


The wife adviſes friends to try; 
Her's ſhe was ſure would not deny. 
A thouſand vows ſhe had receiv'd ; 
Each vow repaid, for ſhe believ'd. 

But oh] how ſoon did they diſcover, 
'Tis wealth brings friends, the face a lover ! 
His wants are heard without relief ; 

Her eyes afford nor joy, nor grief. 
His waſted fortune all affrights ; 
Her faded beauty none invites. 

Oppreſs'd with wants, to woods he flies, 
And ſeeks the peace his houſe denies, 
Roving, lamenting his condition, 

Fate kindly ſent him a phyſician, 

His habit, cane, and formal face, 
Shew'd he was of Geneva race : 

But cloven feet the fiend detect, 

And prov'd him author of the ſect. 
With joy he ſpy'd the wretch's cares, 
And fawning, thus he ſpreads his ſnares, 
My ſon ! with pity I have ſeen 

(Tho? I've a foe to pity been) 

The fad diſaſters you endure, 

That of a wife admits no cure. 

I know your wants, and her's I gueſs ; ; 
I cannot ſwear II beth redyeſs. 
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That taſk, I fear, is too uneaſy 3 
But if poſſeſſions large will pleaſe ye, 
Behold this ſpacious tract of land, 
All that you ſee's at my Os 

I'Il give it freely all to thee, - 

If we on articles agree. 
I can perform, for I'm the devil — 

Nay, never ftart, man, T'll be civil. 
It ſhall be yours to plough and ſow; 
All that above the ground does grow, 
Whate'er it is, ' ſhall be my due; _ 
The reſt I freely give to you. 

Gladly the farmer does ſubmit, 

For pinching want hath taught him wit, 
With Pots he plants the fruitful ſoil, 
Which well rewarded all his toil. 
But to his landlord's jilted ſhare, | 

A weedy harveſt does appear. 
The devil next, new cov'nant makes, ooh 

Next year all under-ground he takes. 

Then golden wheat the land does bear, 
And uſeleſs roots are Satan's ſhare. 
The fiend reſolv'd to ſpoil the jeſt, 
And thus the farmer he addreſt. | 
Believe me, friend, thou art a ſharper ; ; 
Satan himſelf has caught a Tartar ; 
I've ſeen thy wit, but now, at length, 
I am reſolv'd to try thy ftrength. 
A ſeratching match we'll have together; 


Look to thyſelf, III clay thy leather. . 
| : i It 


If I ſubmit, the land is thine; 
If I o'ercome, thy foul i is mine. 
Think for your quiet, I conjure ye; . 
Should you to hell, you leave a fury. 
Obſerve theſe talons, and away 
And Friday next ſhall be the day. 
A mod'rate beauty will inflame, 
Till we have ſeen a brighter dame. 
Rivers with wonder we ſurvey, 
Till we behold the boundleſs ſea. 
So ev'ry little trifling care | 
Appears a load we cannot bear, 
But if ſome horrid tortures ſeize us, 
What late we dreaded, now would eaſe us. 
The wretched farmer homewards goes, 
And dreads his future endleſs woes. 
His cares, his duns, his wants, his wiſe, 
And all the banes of happy lite, | 
Would now afford him vaſt content, 
Could he th' unequal match prevent. 
His prying turtle quickly gueſt 
Some care uncommon fill'd his breaſt. | 
Huſband and wife ſometimes relate e 
Their cares and bus'neſs, tho? they hate. 
Nor always nature's call deny, 
And tho? both loath, yet both comply. 
Her wheedling tongue ſoon found the means 
To make the wretch diſcloſe his pains, 
He tells the combat and the laws, 
And magnifies the devil's claws. | 
Vol, I, 1 | Pith! 
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ih * REES Piſh! is this al that plagues your mind? 18 
4 An eaſy remedy III fin. | 
You to your wife's advice ſubmit, 
And we'll the devil himſelf out-wit 5 _ 
Come, turn about — and leave your moans 
Theſe huſbands are ſuch very drones !=——= 
He ſigh'd, obey'd, and did his beft; 
His taſk perform'd, he went to reſt. 
Our happy hours are quickly paſt, 
And time to miſery makes haſte. 
Soon Friday comes, a diſmal day ! - 
When ſuch a gueſt would viſits pay. | 7 
The farmer dreads th' approaching ſeuffile ; 4 
(The thoughts of hell the boldeſt ruffle) | 7 
But ſtill his wife keeps up her ſpirits ; 
She knew her ſafe-guard, and its merits: : 
She bids him hide, whate'er ſhould fall on't, 
= - While ſhe receiv'd the-dreadful gallant, bl | 
_ He ſoon obeys th' advent'rous dame; 1 4 
B 
V 
A 


wt Ihe huſband gone, the devil came. 

1 Who knocks impetuous at the gate, 

_ And angry grows, that he ſhould wait. 
wh Again for ent'rance loud he cries; 
Hut ſcreams and groans are the replies. 


3 Love and the devil what can bind ? * 
i They ſtronger grow, the more confin'd : VE 
Tf they can ſpy the ſmalleſt hole, 28 

One takes the heart, and one the ſoul, i. 

So Satan, vex'd at the delay, | | 1 

P thro” the — to his prey; E. | * 


But, 
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But, to his great amazement, found 

. Th indecent wife ſpread on the ground: 
High as the waiſt, expos'd and bare, 

And with her ſhrieks ſhe pierc'd the air. 
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Why, how now, woman! whence this paſſion, 


This poſture, and ſuch exclamation ? 
Ah!] pity, Sir, my wretched caſe, _ 
And quickly fly this horrid place. 
You, by your grim, majeſtic air, 
Your feet, your claws, your horns declare, 
' You with my huſband come to ſcratch ; 
But thou, ah! thou, th” unequal match! 
The cruel monſter ready ſtands, | 
But hope not to eſcape his hands: 
His nails are ſcythes upon my life, 
And for his horns, Sir, — I'm his wife. 
This morn, to try what he could do, 
On me he would his proweſs ſhow : 
This chaſm he made with's little finger; 3 
Behold, Sir —is it not a ſwinger ? 
With that ſhe threw her legs aſide, 
And ſhew'd a wound ſurprizing wide. 


Zounds, quoth the devil, (quite amaz d, 


When on the deadly gulf he gaz'd) 


What do I ſee] what makes that wound | 


Of ſuch extent, and fo profound? 
If one nail ſuch a wound could tear, 
What can the force of ten claws bear! 


And by the ſtench, to ſhew his ſpite, —- 


With pojor'd weapons he would fight, | 
| ER” 


My 
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| My talons are not half ſo long, 

Nor is my ſulphur half ſo ſtrong. 

No, Il ſubmit, ſince my lot*s hell ; 
At leaſt I'll in a whole ſkin dwell. 
The land is his, but be he bound, 
Since he has made,—to fill that wound. 
With that he vaniſh'd from her eyes, 
And ſulph'rous ſtench and fumes ariſe, 
| The farmer haſtens to the place, 
His great deliv*rer to embrace. 
Well haſt thou freed my tim'rous ſoul ; 
But what did e'er thy pow'r controul ? 
The fierceſt rage it ſoon diſarms, 
Tho' hell it frights, yet men it chatms. 
But be it on thy tomb engrav'd, 
"TS + haps wife Cer d. 


A QuitT LirE and a Goop Name. 


To a Friend who married a SHREW. 
= By Dean SWIFT. 


NE LL ſeolded in fo loud a din, 
That Will durſt hardly venture in: 

He mark'd the conjugal diſpute ; 

Mell roar'd inceſſant, Dick fat mute: 


But, 
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But, when he ſaw his friend appear, 
Cry'd bravely, Patience, good my dear. 
At ſight of Will ſhe bawl'd no more, 
But hurry'd out, and clapt the door. 
Why Dich!“ the devil's in thy Net, 
Quoth Will; thy houſe is worſe than hell: 
Why, what a peal the jade has rung 
Damn her, why don't you ſlit her tongue? 
For nothing elſe will make it ceaſe 
Dear ill,] ſuffer this for peace: 
I never quarrel with my wife : 
I bear it for a quiet life. 
Scripture, you know, exhorts us to it; 
Bids us to ſeek peace and enſue it. 
Will went again to viſit Dick ; 
And ent'ring in-the very nick, 
He faw virago Nell belabour, 
With Dicl's own ſtaff, his peaceful neighbour : 
Poor Will, who needs muſt interpoſe, 
Receiv'd a brace or two of blows. 
But now, to make my ſtory ſhort, 
MWill drew out Dick to take a quart. 
Why, Dich, thy wife has dev'liſh whims ; 
Ods-buds, why don't you break her limbs? 
If ſhe were mine and had ſuch tricks, ; 
I'd teach her how to handle fticks : 
Zounds, I would ſhip her to Jamaica, 
And truck the carrion for Tobacco; 
I'd fend her far enough away 
Dear il but what would people ſay ? | 
7 | Lord! 
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Lord 11 ſhould get ſo ill a name, 
Ihe neighbours round would cry out, Shame. 
Dick ſuffered for his peace and credit: 
But, who believ'd him when he faid it? 
Can he who makes himſelf a ſlave, 
Conſult his peace or credit fave ? 

Dick found it by his ill ſucceſs, 
His quiet ſmall, his credit leſs. 
She ſerv'd him at the uſual rate; | | 
She ſtunn'd, and then ſhe broke his pate. C. 
And, what he thought the hardeſt caſe,, 
The pariſh jeer'd him to his face; 
"Thoſe men who wore the breeches leaſt, _ 
Call'd him a cuckold, fool, and beaſt. 
At home, he was purſu'd by noiſe; 
Abroad, was peſter d by the boys. | 
Within, his wife would break his 4-4 
Without, they pelted him with ſtones. : 
The prentices procur'd a riding, 
To act his patience, and her chiding. 
FPFoalſe patience, and miſtaken pride ! 

There are ten thouſand. Dicks beſide; 
Slaves to their quiet and good name, 

Are us'd like Dich, and bear the blame. 
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A TALE. 


1 N fruitful Lombardy, of yore, 


A beauteous prince the ſcepter bore : 


A prince who never fail'd to move 
Each heart with envy or with love. 
As in the glaſs he did one day 
From head to foot himſelf ſurvey, 
Can any man alive, ſays he, 


With ſhape and face compare with me ? THe 


Whoe'er ſhall ſuch a perſon bring, A 

Upon the honour of a king, 

May claim my favour, and depend ' 

I'll make the charming gueſt my friend. 
A Roman knight was ſtanding by, 

And made the monarch this reply; 

Your majeſty, as I perceive, 

Is nice in beauty: give me leave 

To fetch my brother, and you'll ee”! 


None, but yourſelf, has more than he. 


But that may eaſily be try'd, 
By what the ladies hearts decide. 
If you think fit, he'll gladly ſhare 
The pains you take to-pleaſe the fair ; 
And may, while you purſue new game, 
Solace the poor forſaken dame. 
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Holpho anfwer'd thereupon, - 
(For ſo they call'd the royal don) 
Your talk has made me much deſire 


To know this brother; bring the ſquire. . | 


The knight to fetch his brother goes: 
(Foconde we'll his name ſuppoſe) 

Who in the country liv'd retir d, 

Nor envy'd joys in courts admir'd : 

Join'd to a young and charming ſpouſe; 

But whether bleſs'd in nuptials vows 
With ſuch a mate, he beſt could tell: 

* neighbours lik'd her paſſing well. 

- His brother finds him, lets him know, 
Fe inſtantly to court mult go; 
Where he'd be ſure to get a place, 

And make his fortune by his face. 

But then, alas! this charming wife, 

- Depriv'd of all the joys of life, 
Expreſs d ſo movingly her woe, 
It griev'd his very ſoul to go: 

Proteſting againſt all relief, 

She ſeems to triumph in her grief, | 

Puts on her Tragic airs, and tries 

To draw tears from Joconde's eyes: 

And can you leave me? then wept ſhe, 

* Foconde! fo much cruelty ? 

Ah! will you to my tender care 
The pageantry of courts prefer? 

Can you forget 0 faithful wife, 

The pleaſures of a rural life, 


That 
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That calm repoſe and peace of mind, 
Which none in crowds nor courts can find; 
Theſe flow'ry meads, where purling ſtreams 
Soften the ſoul to pleaſing dreams; 
Theſe woods which ſhelter us from heat, 
Where birds their various ſongs repeat; 
The riſing hills, and winding vales, 
And ev'ning ſweet refreſtinz gales; 
Thoſe cool receſſes of the grove, 
Thoſe ſeats of innocence and love ? 
But ah! what /hould engage your ſtay, 
I fear, moſt haſtens you away! 8 
You ſcorn in ſolitude to ſnine | 
And ſlight an eaſy heart like mine. ; 
Go, cruel man, be vain! and ſhow 
Thoſe charms, which none can boaſt but you. 

What Jocond offer'd, to abate 
Th' affliction of his loving mate, 
Our ſtory mentions not: We'll ſay, 
His forrow took his ſpeech away ; 
A method which will beſt excuſe 
The Squire, and diſengage my muſe. 
The wife, when now with broken heart 
She ſaw him ready to depart, 1 
Reminding him of former blifſes, _ il 
And ftifling him with tears and kiſſes, 1 
A bracelet gave him as a charm 
To keep his precious life from harm. 
Take and wear this, my dear, ſays ſhe; 
And when you ſee it, think of me. | 
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An honeſt-meaning body might p 
| Have thought the wou'd have dy'd that night. 
Well, Focond' went; but on the road, 
- About two leagues from his abode, 
The bracelet came into his head, 
Which he had left on fpoufe' 's bed, 
Ass having taken there his leave; | 
This ſtrange neglect he knew would grieve - 
Her tender heart, and gallop'd back, 
Not knowing what excuſe to make. 
To the dear bed in haſte he flies; 
And on his wif?'s chaſte boſom ſpies 
A lubbard hind; and both ſo faſt 
Aſleep, as if they ſlept their laſt. 
Jocond, at firſt, reſolv'd they ſhou'd :— 
But having paus'd awhile, thought good 
To let this vile adult ry reſt: 
And in my judgment that was beſt. 
For in ſuch nice affairs, the wiſe 
Make uſe of neither ears nor eyes. 
Whether *twas wiſdom or compaſſion 
With-held the huſband's indignation, 
Or that the poet was unwilling 
To damp a merry tale with Apr ; 
- Baſe woman, live | Faconde ſaid, 
Let thy own conſcience thee upbraid. 
He then took horſe, and left the lout 
In his wife's arms, to ſnore it out. 
Still as he rode, he bore in mind 
The cauple whom he left behind; 


And 
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And Getthin as he ſcour'd along, reh n 
This was the burthen of his nge f 5 duct Bye? 
Had ſome briſk wit and powder d 1 5 es 


Or col'nel lac'd from top to toe, 590 Cn cg 


6 oy | 
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Or page been choſen for her uf; 


She might have pleaded ſome . eee 
But after ſighing, ſwooning, ſobb ing 
Zoons, to debauch that booby Robin! 
Then ſpurr'd his horſe with indignation, 


In hopes to leave behind his paſſion. 


Such keen reflections on his caſe 
Had giv'n the Squire a diſmal face. 
The ladies, when they ſaw him, ſaid, 
Lord ! is the man alive or dead! ©” 
Is this the beautiful Varciſſſus 
Was ſent for, in poſt-haſte, to kiſs us? 
Heav*ns ! did you ever ſee a fellow, 
With ſides fo lank, and face fo yellow! 
The King was pleas'd, the Knight was blam d, 


The ladies baulk'd, the Squire aſham'd. 


Joconde, worn to ſkin and bone, 
Was yet a comely ſkeleton : 
And {till one eaſily might trace 
Remains of beauty in his face, 


But wanting life and force, to fire 


The ladies boſoms with deſire. 
Sauntring one day about the court, 


In places of the leaft reſort, 


A door unlock'd he chanc'd to fee, 
That open'd to a gallery; 
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And from a private cloſet. there, 
' "Theſe tender words did over-hear. 
M) life, my love, my only joy, 
Ee My dear Curtade, my charming boy! - 
MͤäMXMliyuſt I then ſtill my vows apy = 
To one fo lovely, and fo ſhy ? „„ | 
A thouſand glitt'ring beaus would fain | he 
Do what. you may, yet wiſh in vain : 
When Fhrimel the meſſage brought, 
You curs'd her, call'd her all to naught ; 
And heedleſs of my am'rous rage, 
Play'd at Lanſquenet with a page, 
Rather than eaſe the fond deſires. 
Of her who for your love expires. 
Jocond was puzzled, and one may 
0 Give any one at leaſt a day 
Io gueſs the nymph who humbly fu'd 
A ſwain fo ſtubborn to be woo'd.. 
Now who ſhould this Adonis Des: 
But the King's ugly dwarf! and be, 
In whoſe embraces he was ſeen, 
'Fhe bri ght Aſtolpho's | haugh ty Queen 4 
The crazy wainſcot was but flight, 
And at a chink let in the light: 
Where Jocond with amazement ſaw 
Theſe tender lovers through the flaw. 
Both did on Fhrimel rely, 
To be ſecure of privacy; _ 
But, warm'd by watching at the "I 
She too, perhaps, had her amour, 
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Which took up all her thought and care; - 

So mindful of her own affair, | 

Forgot th* importance of her poſt, 

And heedlsſly the key had loſt ; 

Which Jocond kept for future 1 | 

And pleaded thus his wife's excuſe, 

I find that, Cupid makes his jokes 

Among the better ſort of folks: 

A royal dame for love may pine, 

And give a monarch brows like mine, 

Since ſuch a Princeſs lights the King, 

For ſuch an ugly, little thing, 

I think my wife was leſs to blame, 

Who with a bumkin quench'd her flame, 

Thus having ſet his mind at peace, 

His griefs abate, his charms encreaſe ; 

His hollow cheeks begin to riſe, 

_ Freſh vigour ſparkles in his eyes, 

A ſecond youth renews his face, 

And blooms again in ev'ry grace. 

The fair with eager looks purſue 

The man they lately ſcorn'd to view; 

Tranſported with his ſudden charms, 

And die to clafp him in their arms. 
Foconde having heard and ſeen, 5 

What paſs'd betwixt the Dwarf and Dun, 

He thought he could on no pretence, 

Hide this ſmock-treaſon from the prince. 

But that he might the leſs diſpleaſe, 


Open'd the matter by degrees 
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And: as it fell in converfation, 

Had always ready ſome quotation, 

To ſhew that heroes in all ages, 
 Ne'er wanted matrimonial badges. 
Dread fir, ſays he, the proudeſt ſhees 

Make frequently ſuch flips as theſe ; 
And many dames, of regal ſtation, 
Have condeſcended to the faſhion : 
Men, fam'd for courage, wit, and ſenſe, 
Have againſt horns found no defence ! 
But when they had 'em, always bore 
Their fronts as upright as before, 

The day, quoth he, I bade adieu 

To my dear ſpouſe to wait on you, 

I was convinc'd by her miſcarriage, 
That cuckoldom is link'd to marriage; 
Then did each circumſtance relate 
Of his, and of the monarch's fate. 


* 


The King was fir d: You ſeem, * he, | 


A man of ſenſe and probity ; 
Yet tell me where I may behold 
With my own eyes what you have told. 
He did; and plac'd him, where unſeen, 
He faw the Dwarf upon the Queen. 
Struck with the baſeneſs of the crime, 
He ftood aſtoniſh'd for a time; 


. 'Then faid, our wives, the more's their ſhame, - 


Have play'd us but a ſcurvy game; 
Vet ſince we can't what's paſt unravel, 
Let us, both * travel; 


And 
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Add try what fortune we ſhall find 
Anong: the reſt of Nomantind. 
To put in practice this deſignz 
Change you your name and I'll change mine. 
Great equipage would trouble bring; 
Therefore I'll quit the ſtate of King, 
Lay dull formality aſide, : 
And all things equally divide. 


33 | Barefoot I round the world will roam, 


Quoth Focond?, rather than go home, 

All that your majeſty requires, | 

Is what my injur'd heart deſires. 

We'll ramble till we have forgot 

The dire effects of Hymen's knot. 1 
So be it then, the King reply d; „ 

But firſt a table-book provide, 

To take the names of thoſe we find 

Pliant to our deſires, and kind. 

It won't be long, I dare engage, 

Ere [taly fills ev'ry page 

For ſhe that proves to beauty cold, 

Will fall by flatt'ry or by gold. 

- Both thus equipt, their journey took, 

And bought a Folio table-book. 


The many favours they receiv'd, 


. Were hard to tell or be believ'd, 


Each lovely nymph when they appear, 
Puts on her moſt becoming air, 
And ev'ry ſftudy'd grace diſplays, 


Happy if ſhe obtain a praiſe ; 
But 
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But happier ſhe, whoſe killing charms | 
Attract the lover to her arms. 
Hearts hard as ſtone, and cold as ice, 
Grow warm and ſoften in a trice; 
 Where'er they come they meet Fa prey; 
And a new face for ey'ry day: 81 
Round all the country ſtroll for prizes, oy 
And fail no May- pole nor afſizes. ' 
In ev'ry,town take ſpecial care 
To finiſh Alderman and Mayor. 
If at the baths, or at the wells, = 
Vapours are cur*d, and belly ſwells; $2 . 
In Foljo-book the niceſt dame 
Is proud to regiſter her name. 
' Your criticks will object that 1 
Break through'the rules of 1 4 : 
That dames who keep their days in ſtate, 
And wives of city magiſtrate, _ 
Who know themſelves of high degree, 
Will not be tous'd extempore. 
It may be ſo, but I want time 
To draw their courtſhip out in rhime, 
As to the fact, I here unfold it, 
As honeſt Arigſto ld. 
When our gallants had had their ſwing, | 
And flack'd their thirſt at every ſpring, 
Aﬀtolpho.cry'd we can ſubdue 
What heart ſoever we purſue: _ 
But, if old Galen's rule holds good, 
It is with love, as tis with food; 
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In which variety of meat 

Is apt to make one ever eat. | 

| Welll have a ſingle diſh in common, 
That is, between us both, one woman. 

Quoth Focond? what you ſay is true; 

The pretty marchioneſs will do. 

I'm not diſpos'd to have a flame, 
The king reply' d, for ſuch a dame: 

A little ſempſtreſs might be found, 

As fair as marchioneſs, and ſound. 

To ſuch we need no homage pay, 

In public walks, or at the play; 

But without making any rout, 

To ogle her, or lead her out, 

Whate'er we wiſh, may do with eaſe, 

And be in no conſtraint to pleaſe, 
Foconde aſk d, what if we try WES 5 

Tne daughter of our landlady? | 

She is a maid I dare uphold, _ 

In ev'ry point, tho* twelve years old. 

Your motion's good A/tolpho ſaid, 

If I may have the maidenhead ; 

This privilege at which I aim, 

Is but a fancy : let me claim - 

For once, dear friend, the preference, 

Allow me here to play the prince ; 

In this one ſingle branch I'd ſtrive | 

To keep up my prerogative. i 

Joconde faid, in ſuch a caſe 1 

How, fir, can fleſh and blood give place? 


1 


— 


In all things elſe, I ſhall be fill 
Obedient to your royal will; 

But if you pleaſe, we'll leave this cauſe 
To the deciſion of two ſtraws. 
Draw lots they did, with earneſt care, 

For this imaginary ware. 

Joconde claim'd, in point of law, 
By virtue of the longeſt ſtraw. 
This little virgin being come, 

On ſome ſmall errand, to their room, 
Both king and ſquire the girl careſs'd, 
Her beauty praiſs'd, her bubbies preſs'd ; 
Then ſhew'd a ring, fo ſparkling ſhone, 

That night engag'd her for their own, 
And whilſt her careful mother ſlept, 
She ſoftly to their chamber crept. 

The lovers in the middle plac'd her, 

And honeſtly, by turns, embrac'd her,. 
To the contentment of all three; _ 
Faconde was in ecſtacy, 
To think how he had got with might, 
Entry and ſeiſin of his right, 
PII pardon him, for tis in vain, - 
On that point to have any pain, 
In which all girls with little trouble, 
| Can the moſt artful ſportſman bubble; 
As Seneca, that learned clerk, | 
Doth ſomewhere, as I am told, remark. 
Thus all went well; the ye ys d, 
To greateſt nieety, the maid; 
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Tho? long had her fantaſtic toy, 1 
Been yielded to *prentice boy. 1 
But merrily one night they paſs 1 
Abundantly to her ſolace; \| | 
The fame the next, and 'tis averr'd { | 
She paſs'd as merrily the third. ? i 
The prentice wonder'd'to behold | | 
His miſtreſs grown fo very cold, | | 
But was not long upon the ſcent, | 
Before he found how matters went; 2 {i 
And did in terms ſevere reprove | | | | 
The wench for being falſe to love. 11 
She whimper'd ; but confeſs'd at laſt, We || 
The contract ſhe had lately paſs d. 1 „ id 
And to appeaſe him, thus the 8 „ - 
If there be credit in àa maid, = | 4 
Soon as theſe naughty gueſts are gone, 
Pm yours again,” and yours alone. 
A fig, ſays he, for any gueſt; 
Kiſs me, this very night, you'd beft. 
The girl reply'd with weeping, eyes, 
Which way to dt, can you deviſe? 
Theſe folks to whom I am engag'd, | 1 
If I ſhou'd fail, wou'd be enragdd/̃ 1 
And keep the ring, for which you know, | | il 
What pains I nightly undergo. | | 
PII get the ring, ſays he, for you, | 
And gratify my humour too. == 1 
95 they ſleep ſound? Ves, when they ſleep, 1 
Says ſhe, but I am * to keep | 1 
| My 
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My poſt between dem both, for one 
Lies ſtill until his friend has done; 
So that I ſeldom want employ. 
At their firſt ſnoring, ſays the boy, . 
Flv ifit you, and af no more | 
Than that you wou'd not ſhut the door. 
She left it open, and he came 
To the bed's feet with eager flame; 
Then ſliding up between the ſheets, 
(Love ever favours theſe deceits) 
Plac'd himſelf cloſe, tho Gd knows how, | 
Hut Arigfto does avow, i 
That tho” the lovers did nk? 
Soon as the bed began to ſhake, 
Yet, all the while the boy was at her, 
They neither of *em ſmok'd the matter. 
What has my comrade ate to-night, 
To fire his blood and force delight? 
Aftolpho thought; {till lay the Squire 
Much wond'ring at the monarch's fire, 
In the mean time the ſturdy boy 
His precious time did well employ ; : 
And as the day began to peep, 
Th' advent'rers being faſt aſleep, 
The lad ſlipt off; the little maid 
; ; Retir'd, of new fatigues afraid. 
= : When theſe knights-errant were awake, 
The King, Foconde thus beſpake :. | 
Great Sir! with glorious toils oppreſt, 


| Compoſe your weary limbs to reſ;, 
e F 
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And after ſuch unuſual pains, | 
Conſult the welfare of your reins. 
Odds-fifp, the merry prince reply'd, 
1 waited to get up and ride : 
Till tir'd with watching, ſleep o 0 *ercame ; 3 
But had you ſooner quench'd your flame, 
I wou'd have made a poſt or two; 
And that's as much as I cou'd do. 
Foconde cry'd, there's no diſpute 
With Kings who will be abſolute ; 
But for the future, I'll beware 
How monarchs in my pleaſure ſhare, 
The King was piqu'd at this retort ; 
Some princes wou'd have quarrelbd for't; 
But he, good man, reply'd, dear mate, 
Let the girl judge of this debate. 
Then calling Lucy up in haſte, 
To tell them how affairs had paſs'd, 
Eager each other to refute, 
Both told the cauſe of their diſpute ; 
She, bluſhing, on her knees did fall, 
Aſk'd pardon, and diſcover'd all. 
| They wou'd not treat the wanton ill; 
But, after having laugh'd their fill, 
Gave her a ring and fifty crowns, _ 
To buy new topknots, gloves and gowns, 
With which the baggage ſoon was wed; 
When modeſtly in bridal bed, f 
She loſt, with many an artful ſquawl, 
Her maidenhead for good and all. 1 
| Thus 
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Thus did 4/tolpho and his friend 
To theſe adventures put an end : | 
Finding themſelves o'ercharg'd with an 
Which tho' not gain'd by warlike e, | 
Vet ſhall immortalize their names. 

As long as Cupid's altar flames: | 
Laurels more fair than thoſe attain . 

By battles won or cities gain d; 
More fair, altho* they only ts: 

A few feign'd ſighs, or tears at moſt ; 
And far from danger and alarms, 
Had been acquir'd by dint of charms. - 

Their Table- Bool quite full of names, : 
Of Belles who had well quench'd their flames; 
Come, ſays the monarch to the ſquire, 

We pretty well have ſpent our fire, 
Eben let us to our homes reſort, 
Vou to the Country, I to Court. 
Our. wives are looſe beneath the waiſt, 
And others are not over-chaſte, 
*Tis in misfortune ſome relief 
To have companions in our grief; 
Then let us both, like prudent men, 
Return, and take our dames agen, 
That love which Hymen had ſubdu'd - 
Perhaps our abſence has renew'd. 
And as A/toalpho had divin'd, 
Their wives were mi ighty fond and kind. 
After ſome chiding, more for faſhion, 
Arigſto tell us, than in paſſio n 
e 5 They 


They ftrove loſt pleaſure to retrieve, 
As faſt as love wou'd give em leave; Ip 
Not mentioning, that I can find. 

The crooked Dwatf, or -Lubbard- Hind, | 
Then let us not with fruitleſs care, 

Expt perfection from the fair; 

But ſince we cannot live without em 

Take em with all their faults about em, 

And ſtedfaſtly this truth believe, | 


That ev'ry Woman is an EVE. i | 
. 3 | 4 
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„ DECISION. 
A TALE. 


LARISSA, ſprightly once and 4 

Now ſigh'd the tedious hours away: 
She mourn'd the kindeft huſband. gone, 
The huſband much— but more the man. 
Dark weeds conceal'd the fair from view == _ | 
Yet mightily became her too Thy 118 
She veil'd her pretty blubber'd face, | 
And wept her dear—with ſuch a grace | 

But lo, young Florimond appears, | 

To dry the joyleſs widow's tears; | —| 
His ſuit ſhe heard with warm diſdain, 
Proteſted all his hopes were vain : 


i 
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Her hands ſhe rung, her robe ſhe rent, 


And wept, and « wonder'd what he meant!” 


| Yet thro' the drop that drown'd her eye, 
_ *Tis ſaid, there ſhone a ſpark of joy; 
And ſage diviners cou'd foretell, _ 
That Fhrimond might yet do well. 


A ſcruple now diſturb'd her head, 


„ Whether it were a ſin to wed?“ 


Queries and doubts her brain poſſeſs'd, 
And buſy conſcience broke her reſt. 


So, to reſolve this knotty caſe, 
She ſeeks the curate of the place; 


A Cauiſt ? Deep. -- Of judgment ? -- Sound, 
Yes, fam'd for parts — the pariſh round. 

Clariſſa with the riſing fun 
Approach'd her friend, and thus began, 


Full fixty times hath yonder light 


Aroſe — as oft hath ſunk in night, 


Since the lamented hour that gave 


My faithful conſort to the grave : 
And ſure no ſecond love ſhall e' er 
Efface that image ſtill ſo. dear: 


. Clariſſa, to his mem'ry juſt, 


For ever ſhall revere his duſt. 


Yet cruel prudence may require | 


What elſe were foreign to deſire; 
And *midft a weight of cares, you know, 
What can a helpleſs woman do? 


My heedleſs ſervants ſlight my call, 
My farmers break, my houſes fall; 


. | 1 And 
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And Fluri mond, with winning air, 1 
Tells me they want a huſband's care. | 1 
What does my learned doctor ſa ?: 
Why, marry ſure — without delay. 
But ſhou'd the lover prove unkind, 
A tyrant o'er'a tender mind, 
How hard my lot, condemn'd to mingle 
Tears with my cup?“ Why then live ſingle,” 
Yet what if an obdurate fair 
Shou'd drive a lover to deſpair ? 
You know the fooliſh freaks of men ; | 
I dread the thought! Nay take him then.“ 
But ſhou'd he ſquander my eftate, 
And pawn my jewels, rings, and plate ! 
And witleſs I, by folly led, 
Be turn'd adrift to beg my bread ! 
The doctor, vers'd in womankind, 5 f 
Perceiv'd the working of her mind. 
Madam, he cries, when truth we ſeek, 
All argument is often weak: 
When reaſons weigh on either part, 


Opinion vainly tries her art; 


So, till deſcending truth prevails, Ts, 
She ſits ſuſpended o'er the ſcales, | | 
A way more ſpeedy ſhall be try'd ; 
A tongue ſhall ſpeak that never ly'd : 
Know, madam, then, my pariſh bell 
Is famous for adviſing well ; 
Whate'er the point in queſtion be, 
It hits the matter to a T: | 
Vor. I. : 3 


_ 
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Thus, as it dictates by its tone, 
You ſure mult wed, or lie alone. 

Now tow'rd the church in haſte they go: "hs 
The widow chearful ? — But ſo ſo 
Yet vows, whate'er the anſwer giv . 

She < piouſly will yield to heav'n:“ 

The doctor too exhorts the fair 
To “ liften, and decide with care.” 
And now the myſt'ry to unfold, 
He turn'd the key, the bell he toll'd. 
Our widow mus'd, and knit her brow —— 
Well, madam, pray what think you now? 
(Here, firſt ſhe ſobb'd and wip'd her eye, 
Then labour'd out a doleful figh. ) 
Think, doctor ?— Why, the ale is plain: 
Alas J find reſiſtance vain! 
Ah, Flrimond | — and muſt 1 Feldt ? 
In heav'n, tis faid, our doom is feal'd : 
Yet not by choice —— by fate I'm won; 
The will of heav'n be ever done! N 
The bell ordains thee to my bed, 
For hark! it fairly bids me “ wed.” | 
Dear doctor then, (I ſpeak with ſorrow) 
Be ſure you be at home to-morrow. 

Think you the ſimple tale too long? 
Then hear the moral of my ſong ; 
The moral, to no ſex confin'd, 


Regards alike all human kind. ; 
| Sly paſſion and diſtemper'd ſenſe 1 1 1 
Uſurp the form of evidence; V Nt : 


And 
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And truth and falſehood, good lad ill, 
Receive their tincture from the will. 
Man boaſts his reaſon's pow'r in vain 3 
The pageant drags a hidden chain: 

A vary'd ſhape each object wears, 
Juſt as he wiſhes, hopes, or fears: 
His deepeſt thought, his vaunted rule, 
Is paſſion's ſlave, or folly's fool. 

Tis hence we blindly can approve 
The very faults of thoſe we love: 
*Tis hence we blindly can debate 
The nobleſt deeds of thoſe we hate, 
Abroad thus works perverted will, 

At home our views are darker till ; 
And actions deem'd abſurd in thee, 
Are prudent, wiſe, and juſt in me: 
Self- love adores her own caprice, 
Still deifies each darling vice; 

And by the colour of a name, 
Removes at once the guilt and ſhame, - 
The prodigal is © gerfrous, free: 
The miſer “ boaſts ceconomy :” 


« Gay” the debauch'd; the proud is & great; 


The bold oppreſſor © hates a cheat; 
The fawning ſlave © obliges all; 
And mad revenge „is honour's call. 1 
Thus paſſion ſhoots thro? every part; 
The brain is tainted with che heart: 


Weak judgment falls before temptation 
And reaſon — is but inclination, 
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} 


Lapy's JUDGMENT on thoſe two CHARACTERS. 


By Dean $S I Lo 
3 ſpoke to my lady, the Knight full of 


care, 
Let me have your advice in a weighty ar; . 
This Hamilton's bawn,* while it ſticks on my hand, 
J loſe by the houſe what I get by the land; 
But how to diſpoſe of it to the beſt bidder, 
For a barrack or malt-houſe, we now muſt conſider: 
Firſt, let. me ſuppoſe, I make it a malt-houſe : 
Here I have computed the profit will fall t'us; 
There's nine hundred pounds for labour and grain, 
J increaſe it to twelve, ſo three hundred remain; 
A handſome addition for wine and good cheer, 
Three diſhes a day, and three hogſheads a year: 
With a dozen large veſſels my vaults ſhall be ſtor d; 
No little ſcrub joint ſhall &er come on my board; 
And you, and the Dean, no more ſhall combine, 


To ſtint me at night to one bottle of wine 


Nor ſhall I, for his humour, permit you to purloin 
A ſtone and a quarter of beef from my furloin. 
If I make it a barrackMhe crown is my tenant ; 
My dear, I have ponder'd again, and again on't, 


* A large old houſe, two miles from Sir Arthur Acbeſon's ſeat. 


* 
# 
* 23 12 * 
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In poundage and drawback I loſe half my rent, 
Whatever they give me, I muſt be content, 
Or join with the court in every debate; 
And rather than that I would loſe my eſtate. 
Thus ended the Knight: thus W his meek 
Wife: | 
It muſt, and it ſhall be a 3 my life: 
I am grown a mere mopus, no company comes, 
But a rabble of tenants, and ruſty dull Rums; 
With parſons, what lady can keep herſelf clean? 
T1 am all over daub'd when I fit by the Dean. 
But if you will give us a barrack, my dear, 
The Captain, I'm ſure, will always come here. 
I then ſhall not value his Deanſhip a ſtraw; 
For the Captain, ll warrant, will keep him in awe. 
Or ſhould he pretend to be briſk and alert, | 
Will tell him, that chaplains ſhould not be ſo pert; 
That men of his coat ſhould be minding * 
prayers, 
And not among ladies to give themſelves airs. 
Thus argu'd my lady, but argu'd in vain; 
The Knight his opinion reſolv'd to maintain. 
But Hannah, f who liſten'd to all that had paſt, 
And could not endure ſo vulgar a taſte, 
As ſoon as her ladyſhip call'd to be dreſt, 
Cry'd, Madam, why ſurely my maſter's poſſeſt; 
Sir Arthur the malſter ! how fine it would found! 
I'd per the dun were fupk wget ground: 


>: Dias of st. Patrick's. + Her iyi s waiting - woman. 
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But, madam, 1 gueks'd here would never come 


| When I gw him ſo often with b Derby and Mood. 1» 
And now my dream's out; for I was a dream'd, 
That I faw a huge rat; O dear, how I ſcream'd ! 
And after, methought, I loſt my new ſhoes ; 
And Molh, ſhe faid, I ſhould hear ſome ill news. 
Dear madam, had you but the ſpirit to teaſe, 
You might have a barrack whenever you pleaſe. 
And, madam; I always believ'd you ſo ſtout, 
That for twenty denials, you would not give out. | 
If I had a huſband like him, Lurie, 3 | 
Till he gave me my will, I would give him no reſt: 
And rather than come in the ſame pair of ſheets _ 
With ſuch a croſs man, I wou'l lie in the ſtreets. 
But, madam, I beg, you'll contrive and invent, 
And worry him out, till he'gives his conſent, 
Dear madam, whene'er on a barrack 1 think, 
An I were to be hang'd, I can't ſleep a wink, 
For if a new crotchet comes into. my brain, A 
I can't get it out tho' I'd never ſo fain. 
I fancy already, a barrack contriv'd 
At Hamilton's bawn, and the troop is arriv 1 84 
Of this, to be ſure, Sir Arthur has warning, 
And waits on the Captain betimes the next morning, 
Now, ſee, when. they meet, how their honours be- 


have! 1 921 56 
Noble Captain, your ſervant- — -Sir ku, your 
ave; N of * 13 +. 46. 
e298 Sir Arthur's receiver; and one of his tenants. 
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' You honour me much The honour is mine. 
Twas a fad rainy night but the morning is fine. 
Pray, how does my lady? My wite's at your 
ſervice —— 
J think I have ſeen her picture by 1 
Good-morrow, good Captain. PI wait on you 
down. 
You man- t ſtir afoot Vou'll think me a clown. 
For all the world, Captain, not half an inch far- 
the 
You muſt be obey'd ; your Rates Sir Arthur, 
My humble reſpects to my lady unknown —— _ 
I hope you will uſe my houſe as your own. 5 
« Go, bring me my en and leave off your 
« prate, x 
« Thou haſt certainly gotten a cup in thy pate 
Pray, madam, be quiet, what was it I ſaid? — 
You had like to have put it quite out of my head. 
Next day, to be ſure, the Captain will come, 
At the head of his troop, with his trumpet and 
Nov, madam, obſerve how he marches in ſtate: 
The man with the kettle-drum enters the gate; 
Dub, dub, a dub, dub. The trumpeters follow, 
Tantara, tantara, while all the boys hella. 
See, now comes the Captain, all d aub'd with gold 
- lace: | 
Ola] the ſweet gentleman ! look in his face 
And ſee how he rides like a lord of the land, 
With the fine flaming-ſword he holds in his hand! 
K 4 And 
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And his horſe, the dey creter, it prances and rears, 
With ribbands in knots, at its tail and its ears; 
At haſt comes the troop, by the word of command 
Drawn up in our court, till the Captain cries, 


| Stand! 

' Your ladyſhip lifts up the aſh to be ſeen, 
(For ſure I had dizen'd you out like a queen) 
The Captain, to ſhew he is proud of the favour, 
Looks up to your window, and cocks up his beaver, 
(His beaver is cock'd ; pray, madam, mark that; 
For a Captain of Horſe never takes off his hat; 
Becauſe he has never a hand that is idle ; 

For the right holds the ſword, and the left holds 
tte bridle.) 8 
He flouriſhes thrice then his FREY in the air, 

As a compliment due to a lady fo fair: 
How I tremble to think of the blood it has fpilt ! 
Then he lowers the point, and he kiſſes the hilt. 
Your ladyſhip ſmiles, and thus you begin: 
« Pray, Captain, be pleas'd to alight, and walk in.” 
The Captain ſalutes you, with congee profound; 
And your ladyſhip curt'ſies half-way to the ground. 
« Kit, run to your maſter, and bid him come to us, 
« I'm ſure he'll be proud of the honour you do us: 
« And, Captain, you'll do us the favour to ſtay, 
e And take a ſhort dinner here with us to-day ; 
e You're heartily welcome, but as for good cheer, 
Fou come in the very worſt time of the year. 
« If T had expected fo worthy a gueſt ?— 
Lord, madam, your ladyſhip ſure is in jeſt : 


* 


You 
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You banter me, madam; the kingdom muſt grant—' 
« You officers, Captain, are ſo complaiſant?— 
« Hiſt, huſſy, 1 think T hear ſomebody coming 
No, madam, tis only Sir Arthur a humming. 


Io ſhorten my tale, (for I hate a long ſtory) 


The Captain, at dinner, appears in his glory. 
The Dean * and the Doctor + have mae their 
1 pride, 

For the Captain's intreated to ſit by your fide; ; 
And, becauſe he's their betters, you carve for him 
The parſons, for envy, are ready to burſt. 

The ſervants, amaz'd, are ſcarce ever able 

To keep off their eyes as they wait at the table. 

And Moly and J have thruſt in our noſe, 

To peep at the Captain, in all his fine clo'es. 

Dear madam, be ſure, he's a fine- ſpoken man; 

Do but hear, on the clergy, how glib his tongue ran. 

And, madam, fays he, if ſuch dinners you give, 

« You'll never want parſons as long as you live; 

« I ne'er knew a parſon without a good noſe ; 

« But the deviPs as welcome, wherever he goes. 

« G—-d——nme, they bid us reform and repent; _ 

« But, zZounds, by their looks, 8 1 never er keep 

Lent. 

c Miſter Curate, for all your grave looks, I'm afraid, 

| © You caſt a ſheep's eye on her ladyſhip's maid: 

© I wiſh ſhe would lend you her pretty white hand 
« Inmendingyour caſſock, and ſmoothing your band. 


* Dean Swift, Dr. Jenny. 
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For the Dean ee e. and brd Uke, a 


. ninhy,. - | © 13: 
That the. Captain ſuppar' he was Curate to 
. „„ Jenny.) * 


cc Whenever you * iow; 0 js 8 
« A hundred to one but they cover a clown. 


| ename how a parſon comes into a room, | 
« G——d—=me, he hobbles as bad as my groom. 


« A. Scholard, when | juſt from his n broke 
e "IR 
« Can hardly tell how to cry B. to gooke... 
« Your Nevids, and Bluturks, and Omers,* and ſtuff; | 
« By G--d, they don” t ſignify this pinch of ſnuff. 
Io give a young gentleman right education, 
« The army's the only good ſchool in the nation. 
« My ſchool-maſter call'd me a dunce and a fool ; 
« But at cuffs, I was always. the cock of the ſchool. 
I never could take. to my books for. the. og: 


3 0 me, 
« And. the puppy Conteg l be expetied no good 
. 
« Now, madam, you'll think it a frange thing o 
5 : 
« But the ſight of a book makes me ſick to this 
6: i day.” 


Never ſince I Was born did I hear fo W wit; 
And, madam, I laugh'd, till I thought I ſhould ſplit... 
DO then you look'd ſcornful, and ſnift at the Dean, 
As, who ſhould ſay, Now am I ſkinny and lean ?**. 

# Ovids, Plutarchs, Homers. 


But 


— ww * 


— W 
deed 3 p "ll 


But he durſt not ſo much as once open his ups: 


And the Doctor was plaguily down in the hips, 


Thus mercileſs Hannah ran on in her talk, 


Till ſhe heard the Dean call, « Wi 12 ladyſhip 


cc walk! * 

Her ladyſhip anſwers — I'm juſt ce ching down. 

Then turning to Hannah, and forcing a frown, 

Altho' it was plain, in her heart ſhe was glad; 

_ Cry'd, huſſy, why ſurely the wench is gone mad: 
How could theſe chimeras: get into your brains? 
Come hither, and take this'old gown for your pains. 

But the Dean, if this ſecret ſhould get to his ears, 


Will never have done with his gibes and his jeers. 
For your life, not a word of this matter, I charge ye; 


Give me but a barrack, a fig for the clergy. 
COM FOO re- v. „G. -U 
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A TALL: 


Turns is a game, which learn'd with care, 


Brings wit and pleaſure to the fair ; | 
Blows up betimes the ſparks of reaſon, 
And all the year this ſport's in ſeaſon. 
Young damſels often it employs 

Both night and day, yet never cloys. 
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Miß plays it briſkeſt with a Lover; 
A Huſband can't ſo much improve her. 

By what I've ſaid t explain this game, 

It can't be hard to gueſs its name; 

At leaſt to underſtand what's meant; 

So I'll go on with my intent, 

And ſhew how Mit may be convey'd, 

And fenſe infus'd in harmleſs maid. 
Before young Lucy knew this ſchool, 

Lucy was but a fimple foul; - 

To weave'bone-lace, knit, ſpin, or ſew, 

Was all that Lucy then cou'd do. 

Thus ſhe employ'd her hands all day; 

All night ſhe us'd to fleep or pray, 

And dully paſs'd her hours away. 

Her head from ev'ry thought was free, 

And Baby dream'd as oft as ſhe. 

Sorrow or grief ſhe knew no other, 

But what came from her loving mother; 

Who often call'd her ſenſeleſs (Hit, 

And would'ſhe never learn more Wit S 

The girl aſham'd, and vex'd to hear 

This tune ſtill dun'd into her ear; 

About of all the neighbours fought, 

Where the beſt Wit was to be bought. 


All laugh'd, but ſome among them ſent her, 


To find out Father Bonaventure ; 
For he (they ſaid) was furniſh'd well, 
And reaſonably cheap would fell, 


© Lucy with joy heard what they ſaid, 73 
Hut yet with fear thꝰ advice obey d/ 
Much doubting leſt her errand ſhou'd 
Diſpleaſe the reverend man of God. 

So muſing with herſelf ſhe went, 
And argu'd thus on her intent: 
Will ſuch a holy man as he, 
E'er talk to one ſo young as me? 
1 am not fifteen ſummers old, 
Sure he muſt think me very bold. 
Her modeſt looks her charms improve, 
And make her a rich feaſt for love: 

At length ſh* accoſts the heav'nly man, 

And in theſe terms her ſuit began: 
MAaſi reverend Father, will you pleaſe 
To pity a poor Virgin's caſe? © 

By all the neighbours round Tm told, 


That Wit is by your reverence ſold. 
On that account Pm hither come, 


Pray be ſo kind afford me ſome. \ 


d gladly have what you can ſpare, 
But hope it is not very dear 
Do if the purchaſe comes to more 
Than the ſmall ſum that Pre in ſtore, 
This ring of mine in pawn Pl leave, 
Till I can get what you muſt have. 
Then from her hand ſhe ftrove in haſte 
To pluck the ring, the ring ſtuck faſt. 
The Fryar faw what pains ſhe took, 
And pitying much her honeſt look, 
"Mp | | Tad 
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Told her, he'd have her be contented, 
He'd furniſh her with what ſhe wanted: 

« Moſt commonly we ſell, tis true, 

« But Fll take nothing for't of you; 

4 Here, come along, be free from fears, 
„ The walls have neither eyes, nor ears, 
And all the brotherhood's at pray'rs.” 

Thus faying, to his cell he led, 

And threw her backward on the bed: 
With kiſſes next the fair one try'd 

The fair one turn'd her head afide, 
And wondrous innocently cries, 

What is it thus that we grow wiſe ? 
« Yes thus, and thus,” ſaid he, then preſt 
Wich eager hands her panting breaſt. 

I bat and ſo too? ( Yes ſo,” quoth he, 
« You'll have it all, girl, preſently.” 

So holds her faft in his embrace, 

And Mit inſinuates apace. 

Still more advantages he gains, 

At laſt the wiſh'd-for port obtains. 

Lucy was pleas'd, and laughing ſwore, 
She never felt the liter before. | 
The Fryar's was an humble mind, 

And much to charity inclin' d: 
Still in his arms he kept her cloſe, 
And gave her ſoon a ſecond doſe; 
And for his honour, tis averr'd, - 
He quickly after gave the third, 05 


- 
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Lucy lamented her hard fate, 
That ſhe ſhould come to 'ĩWit fo late. 
But what if this, Sir, ſbouli not do? 
f then we muſt begin anew ; 
« Some other med cine muſt be try'd.”* 
M, this again, the girl reply*d. 
« Mall, to comply with your requeſt, © 
« And ſince you like this phyſic beſt, 
« Left what you have, ſhould fail to do, 
C Tale it again before you go. 
She lik'd th' advice, and try'd once more 
The drug that pleas'd fo well before; 
Then with a curt'ſy took her leave, 
And thank'd him for the Vit he gave: 
By which ſh' improv'd in ſenſe and grace, 
; Incredibly for ſuch a ſpace : 
And going homeward, on her way 
Contriv'd a lie, t excuſe her ſtay. 

Her couſin Van diſcover'd ſoon, . 
That Lucy more diſcreet was grown; 
And rightly gueſling *twan't for nought, 
Mott earneſtly the reaſon ſought. 
The girl, with much entreaties preſs'd, 
To Coufin Nan the whole confeſs d: 
Told all the Fryar did or ſaid, _ 
And what a ſtock of Wit he had. 
Then fays, dear Couſin, let me crave, 


Pray whence got you the Mit you have? | 1 | | 


Why faith, to tell the truth, quoth ſhe, 
Your brother Faſeph gave it me, 
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How ! Lucy cries, my brother Joe | 


"7 Pray where had he it to beſtow? 


Or which way could he, good now, Nanny, 
Give Wit, that ne'er himſelf had any ? 

e You make me bluſh, ſays Nan, I. fwear, 
« To think how ignorant you are; | 
“ Believe me, ſuch affarrs as theſe 

« Require not men ſo very wiſe. 

« A your own mother, ſhe can tell, 

« Your mother knows this truth full-well, 

« That Fools in giving Wit excel. 
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DAPHNIS axy CHLOE. 
A PASTORAL. 
By Mr. DRYDE N. 


Daph. T HE ſhepherd Paris bore the Spartan | 
bride 


By force away, and then by force enjoy'd ; 


But I by free conſent can boaſt a bliſs, 


A fairer Helen, and a ſweeter kiſs. 
Chle. Kiſſes are empty joys, and ſoon are o'er, 
| Daph. A kiſs between the lips is ſomething more. 
Chloe. I wipe my mouth, and where's yaur kifling | 
then ? 
Daph. I ſwear you wipe it to be kiſs'd agen. ö 
1b . e 
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Oil. Go, tend your herd, and kiſs your cows at 

home; 
I am a maid, and in my beauty's bloom. 
Daph. 'Tis well remember' d, do not waſte your 
. 
But wiſely uſe it ere you paſs your prime. 

Chloe. Blown roſes hold their ſweetneſs to the laſt, 
And raiſins keep their luſcious native taſte, 
Daph. The ſun's too hot; thoſe olive ſhades are 

near ; 
I fain wou'd whiſper ſomething in your ear. 
Olo. Tis honeſt talking where we may be D 
God knows what ſecret miſchief you may mean 
I doubt you'll play, the wag, and kiſs again. 
 Daph. At leaſt beneath yon elm you need not 
> fear; 
My pipe's in tune, if you're diſpos'd to hear. 

Ghlo. Play by yourſelf, I dare not venture thither; 
You and your naughty pipe go hang together. 

Nay, fie, what mean you in this open place ? 
Unhand me, or, I ſwear, I'll ſcratch your face. 
Let go, for ſhame; you make me mad for ſpite z 
My mouth's my own; and if you kiſs, III bite. 

Daph. Away with your diſſembling female tricks: 
What, wou'd you ' ſcape the fate of all your ſex ! * 

i. I ſwear I'll keep my maidenhead till death, 
And die as pure as Queen Elizabeth. _ 

Daph. Nay, mum for that; but let me lay thee 

down ; 


Better with me than with ſome 3 clown. _ 
Chl» 


£ 0 touch my breaſt, and leave my boſom bare ? 
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Cle. I'd have you know, if I were fo inclin'd, 
| I have been woo'd by many a wealthy hind; 
But never found a huſband to my mind. 
Daypb. But they are abſent all, and I am here; 
hb. What do you mean (uncivil as you are) 


Daph. Theſe pretty bubbies firſt I make my own. 

| Chlo. Pull out your Han, I ſwear, or 1 ſhall 
„ 

Daph. Why does thy ebbing blood forſake thy 

face? 

Cb. Throw me at leaſt upon a cleaner place. 
My linen ruffled, and my waiſtcoat ſoiling, _ 
What, do you think new clothes were ak for 

„„ = 

| Daph. T'll lay mylambſkins underneath thy . 

Chlo. My head-geer's off; what nr work. you 
5 mag 

Deb. To Venus firſt, T lay theſe off RG by; 

Chl. Nay firſt look round, that no body be nigh: 
Methinks I hear a whiſp'ring in the grove. 
Dapb. The Oppreſs trees are telling tales of love, 
Cle. You tear off all behind me, and before me, 
And I'm as naked as my mother bore me. 

Daph. I'll buy thee better clothes than theſeI tear, 
And lie ſo cloſe, Th cover thee from air, 

b. Vare liberal now; but when your turn 
3 
You'll wiſh me choak'd with ey 'ry cruſt of bread. 
5 | Daph. 
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5 DAPHNIS AD CHLOE. i 
Dapb. I'll give thee more, much more than I 
| have told; 

Wou'd I con'd coin my very bean to gold. 
Cl. Forgive thy handmaid (Huntreſs of the 
Wood) +: 
I fee there's no reſiſting fleſh and blood ! 
Daph. The noble deed is done; my herds Pl cull ; 
| Cupid, be thine a calf; and Venus, thine a bull. 
Slo. A maid I came, in an unlucky hour, 
But hence return without my virgin flow'r. 
Daph. A maid is but a barren name at beſt ; 
If thou canſt hold, I bid for twins at leaſt,  _ 
Thus did this happy pair their loves diſpenſe 22 
With mutual joys, and gratify'd their ſenſe ; 
The God of love was there a, bidden gueſt ;, ; 
And preſent at his own myſterious feaſt. 
His azure mantle underneath he ſpread, 
And ſcatter'd roſes on the nuptial bed; 
While folded in each others arms they lay, 
He blew the flames, and furniſh'd out the play, 
And from their foreheads wip'd the balmy ſweat ( 
away. 
Firſt roſe the maid, 100 with a glowing face, 
Her down-caſt eyes beheld the print upon the graſs 
Thence to her herd ſhe ſped herſelf in haſte: 


The bridegroom ſtarted from his trance at laſt, 
And piping homeward jocundly he paſt. 
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The BEST in CHRISTENDOM. 


A TALE. 


Ms e one day « an 751 and That, 
And thinking on I know not what ; 
A jolly nymph, of Phabus ſtrain, 

Attack'd me thus-in merry vein. 
The rival Deities of old, 

« A ſhepherd choſe, (as I am told) 
« To whom each goddeſs made her ſuit ; 
« And he decided their diſpute. 9 
« No Deities your aid implores 
« But nymphs in number three times four, 
3 nes full as ſprightly and as good 
« As e'er were made of fleſh and blood, 
Who now are ſporting on the plain,) 
“ Have choſe thee umpire, happy ſwain! 
& Here, read theſe words and _ y tell, 
« "Thou who in wiſdom doth excel, 
« Relate, nor think me troubleſome, 
« What means the——B#ft in Chri Haenden il 
She ſmil'd, ſhe bluſh'd, and with a grace 
Yung down her head, and veil'd her face. 

From various things, faid L, ariſe 
Variety of qualities. . 5 
This fires the ſoul, and that the . 


* ſome, ſome underſtood. 


But 


- 
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But ah! how wide my taſk and far is | 
From what was giv'n to ſhepherd Paris] 
Naked he view'd the heav'nly fair, 
And did not ſlip one ſingle hair 
So curious in examination, 
No Parts eſcap'd his Penetration. 
But ſince my judgment is requir'd, 
P11 ſpeak, for now J am inſpir'd. 
The nymphs ſo ſprightly, blithe and gay, 


Shall change their notes another way. 

The Beſt, muſt ſomething be, Divine - 

And ſure that THIN G mult needs be thine. 
« If fo, fays ſhe, (with ſwelling veins) 

„Then prithee tate it for thy pains.” 
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TE IMPOSSIBLE TE HING. 


A TALE. 
By Mr. CONGREPE. 


Gobling of a merry kind, 
More black of hue than curſt of 8 
To help a lover in diſtreſs, 
Contriv'd a charm with ſuch ſucceſs, 
That in ſhort ſpace the cruel dame 
Relented and return'd his flame, 


nn oe = re er og ee. —— * 


What one would wiſh were everlaſting, 


r — 
* 


That's all, quoth Pug; my poor requeſt 
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'The bargain made betwixt em both, 
Was bound by honour and by oath: 


The Lover laid down his ſalvation, 


And Satan ſtak'd his reputation. 
The latter promis d, on his part, — 
(To ſerve his friend and ſhew his art) 
That madam ſhou'd by twelve o clock, 


Tho' hitherto as hard as rock, 


Become as gentle as a glove, 

And kiſs and coo like any dove. 

In ſhort, the Z/oman ſhould be his, 
That is upon condition. vx. 
That he the lover, after taſting 


Should, in return for ſuch enjoyment, 
Supply the fiend with freſh employment: 


Is only never to have reſt; 

You thought, *tis like, with reaſon too, 
That I ſhould have been ſery'd, not vou: 
But what? upon my Friend impoſe 

No, - tho' a Devil, none of thoſe. 

Your bus ' neſs then, pray underſtand me, 
Is nothing more but to command me. 

Of one thing only, let me warn ye, 
Which ſome what nearly may concern ye; 
As ſoon as e er one work is done, 

Straight name a new one and ſo on; 


Let each to other quick ſucceed, 


Or elſe, you know how tis agreed: - 
1 1 ꝛ 1” 
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For if thro'-any hums or haws, 
There haps an intervening pauſe, 
In which for want of freſh commands, 
Your ſlave obſequious idle ſtands ; 
Nor ſoul nor body ever more, 
Shall ſerve the nymph whom you adore, 
But both be laid at Satar's feet, 
To be diſpos'd as he thinks meet. 

At once the Lover all approves, 
For who can heſitate that loves? 
And thus he argues in his thought, 
Why, after all, I venture nought. 
What myſtery is in commanding ? 
Does that require much underſtanding ? 
Indeed wer't my part to obey, 
He'd got the better of the lay; 
But he muſt do what J think fit, 
Pſhaw, pſhaw, young Belxebub is bit. 

Thus pleas'd in mind, he calls a chair, 
Adjuſts, and combs, and courts the fair; 
The ſpell takes place, and all goes right, 
And happy he employs the night. 
In ſweet embraces, balmy kiſſes; 


And riots in the bliſs of bliſſes. 


O joy! cry'd he, that haſt no equal; 

But hold, no raptures—mark the ſequel ; 

For now, when near the morning's dawn, 

The youth began, as *twere, to'yawn ; 

His eyes a ſilky ſlumber ſeiz d, | 

Or would have done, if Pug had pleas'd ; | 
| But 


: * * — + 
vB A 2 * — —— 
C x 
— —y >. — — — x = ar ah > 5 * p 0 1 — E _ * — ——U—— 2 — —— — — —ͤ—ä—ã— — —— U— . — — —— —U—4—ä—t ũ̃ — — - I a—_ . A — 
_ 22 — — X 2 E 3 — — — at" 4 r 2 * . we r= — — 7 _ — F : 
— 22 * _ . * — 4 - 2 E. — 2 — — - 8 ä — POL. CEE EA. . 
— . = * * a 3 — - — > — — — — ob nt be < ** * e — = 1 K 
Err . e e es IU bor oi, hn CRT I "WIT rx — e —_ — — CET TERERT” — —— G tn - te re non bn teh _ — — on — — — 


_—_ 
— 


3 — — — 5 
. EET TTIGEANNC 


— HAPBIC 4 <e 
_ » — . 
- _- —— — 


en * 
* 
n 


Both foul and body were at ſtake. 
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But that officious Dæmon near, 


Now buzz'd for buſineſs in his ear; 
In haſte he names a thouſand things, 


The Goblin plies his wicker-wings, 
And in a trice returns to aſk 
Another and another taſk. 

Now palaces are built and towers, 
The work of ages in few hours. 
Then ſtorms are in an inſtant rais'd, 


Which the next moment are appeas'd. 


Now ſhow'rs of gold and gems are rain'd, 
As if each India had been drain'd : 

And he, in one aſtoniſh'd view, 

Sees both Golconda and Peru. 

Theſe things, and ftranger things than ae, 


Were done with equal ſpeed and eaſe: 


And now to Rome, poor Pug he'll 1M 

And Pug ſoon reach'd his journey's end, 
And ſoon return'd with ſuch a pack 

Of bulls and pardons at his back, 
That now the *Squire (who had ſome hope 
In holy water and the Pope) | 
Was out of heart, and at a ſtand 

What next to wiſh, and what command ; 


Invention flags, his brain grows muddy, 


And black deſpair ſucceeds brown ſtudy. 
In this diſtreſs the woful youth 

Acquaints the nymph with all the truth, 
Begging her counſel, for whoſe fake, - 


And 


f 
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And is this all? replies the Fair, 
Let me alone to cure your care. 
When next your Dæmon ſhall appear, 
Pray give him Look what J hold here 
And bid him labour ſoon or late, 
To lay theſe ringlets lank and ſtrait. 
Then ſomething, ſcarcely to be ſeen, 
Her finger and her thumb between 
She held, and ſweetly ſmiling, cry'd, 
Young Goblin's ſkill ſhall now be try'd. 
She ſaid, and gave—What ſhall I call 
That thing ſo ſhining, criſp and ſmall, 
Which round his finger ſtrove to twine? 
A tendril of the Cyprian vine ? 
Or ſprig from Cythered's grove 
Shade of the labyrinth of love? 
With awe he now takes from her hand 
That fleece-like flow'r of Fairy-land, 
Leſs precious, whilom was the fleece 
Which drew the Argonauts from Greece ; 
Or that which modern ages ſee 
The ſpur and prize of Chivalry, 
Whoſe curls of kindred texture, grace 
Heroes and kings of Span race. 
The ſpark prepar'd, and Pug at hand, 

He iſſues thus his ſtrict command. 

This line, thus curv'd and thus orbicular, 
Render direct and perpendicular; 
But ſo direct, that in no ſort 


It ever may in rings retort. g 
Vox. I. 5 dee 
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See me no more till this be done : 
Hence to thy taſk—avaunt, be gone. 


Away the fiend like lightning flies, 


And all his wit to work applies; 


— — 2 — — — 


Anvils and preſſes he employs, 
And dins whole hell with hamm'ring noiſe, 


In vain : he to ne#terms can bring 


One twirl of that reluctant thing; 
Th' elaſtic fibre mocks his pains, 
And its firſt ſpiral form retains. 


New ſtratagems the Sprite contrives, 


And down the depths of ſea he dives : 


This ſprunt its pertneſs ſure will loſe 


When laid (faid he) to ſoak in ooze. 
Poor fooliſh fiend ! he little knew 


Whence Venus and her garden grew, 


Old Ocean, with paternal waves, 

The child of his own bed receives, 2 
Which oft as dipt new force exerts, 

And in more vig'rous curls reverts. 

So, when to earth, Mcdes flung 


The huge Antæus, , whence he ſprung, 
From ev'ry fall freſh ſtrength he gain'd, 


And with new life the fight maintain'd. 
The baffled Goblin grows perplex'd, 

Nor knows what ſlight to practice next; 
The more he tries,. the more he fails ; 
Nor charm, nor art, nor force avails, 
But all concur his ſhame to ſhow, 


And more exaſperate the foe, 


: . 
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And now he penſive turns and fad, 

And looks like melancholick mad. 

He rolls his eyes now off, now on 

That wonderful Phenomenon. 

Sometimes he twiſts and twirls it round, 
Then, pauſing, meditates profound; 

No end he ſees of his ſurprize, 

Nor what it ſhould be can deviſe : 

For never yet was wool or feather, 

That could ſtand buff againſt all weather; 
And unrelax'd like this, reſiſt 

Both wind and rain, and ſnow and miſt. 
What ſtuff, or whence, or how 'twas made, 
What ſpinſter- witch could ſpin ſuch thread, 
He nothing knew; but to his coſt 

Knew all his fame and labour loſt. 
Subdu'd, abaſh'd, he gave it o'er ; 

*Tis ſaid, he bluſn'd; *tis ſure, he ſwore 
Not all the wiles that Hell could hatch, 
Could conquer that Superb MAuſtach. 
Defeated thus, thus diſcontent, 

Back to the Han the Daemon went: 
I grant, quoth he, our contract null, 

And give you a diſcharge in full. 

Put tell me, in the name of wonder, 
(Since I fo candidly knock under) 

Ü hat is this thing? where could it grow ? 
Pray take it 'tis in /latu quo. 
Much good may't do you; for my part, 
] waſh my hands of 't from my heart. 
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Inn truth, Sir Goblin, or Sir Fairy, 
Replies the lad, you're too ſoon weary, 
What, leave this trifling taſk undone |! 
And think'ſt thou this the only one ? 
Alas ! were this ſubdu'd, thoud'ſt find 
Millions of more ſuch ſtill behind, 
Which might employ, ev'n to eternity, 
Both you and all your whole fraternity. 


e. . . K pu (code 


THe PARSON”s DAUGHTER. 
4 TALE. 


HLOE, a country Vicar's daughter, 
Had many uſeful leſſons taught her; 

She read the chapters ev'ry day, 
And David's Pſalms by heart could fay ; 
Would hurry when bell rung to pray'rs, 
Ready to break her neck down ſtairs; 
Nor would be abſent from confeſſion, 
At any mortal's interceſſion ; 
Was caution'd never to be idle, 
But either read, or uſe her needle, 
Thus was ſhe often told her duty, 
( The old man knowing her a beauty, 
With little money, which the more 
Expos'd her to become a whore) 


Tus PARSON's DAUGHTER. 223 
No pains were ſpar'd to make her good; 
But, ah! how frail is fleſh and blood, 
When to the wide world left alone, 
No will to follow, but its own ! 
For tho' ſhe promis'd very fair, 
While underneath her father's care, 
Yet ſhe, as ſoon as dad was dead, 
Grew weary of her Maidenhead. 
Reſolving ſtraight to be a bride, 
And taſte of pleaſures yet untry'd : 
But ſtill intends to guard her honour, 
Whatever longings are upon her; 
Having been taught that fornication 
Is a great fin, tho' much in faſhion. 
With this deſign to town ſhe came, 
Where wicked Nell heard her fame: 
Nelly ! of all her ſex the worſt, 
Neth ! by hundreds daily curſt, 
Whom ſhe by artifice had won, 
To ſell themſelves and be undone. 
But ere we any farther go, 
*Tis fit her character we ſhow. 

A bawd ſhe is of great renown, 
Well known to ev'ry rake in town; 
All batchelors that uſe her houſe, 

May have each night a diff rent ſpouſe, 
Without th' intolerable fetter, 

Of being link'd for worſe or better; 
No married man, but there may find 
Variety, when ſo inclin'd. 
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She has a ruby ſhining face, 
Which ſome may think th? effect ic grace; ; 
For ſhe can counterfeit devotion, 
And of religion has this notion, 
That doubtleſs that muſt be the beſt, 
Which with moſt eaſe will make her bleſt ; 
That where indulgences are giv'n, 
Is fure the neareſt way to heav'n. 
O!] happy thoſe, who in a trice, 
Thus free themſelves of ev'ry vice; 
Can fin afreſh, and run on ſcore, 
And reckon for what's paſt no more 
With Origen they hope ſalvation, 
Believing there is no damnation ; . | 
But whores and rogues, and bawds ſhall be 
In bleſſed ſtate eternally. 
Small need of any pains ad care, 
Of watching, faſting, daily pray'r, 
If ev'ry ſinner, ſpite of fate, 
Muſt enter at the narrow gate. 
And tho? becauſe her deeds are evil, 
She chuſes darkneſs like a devil, | 
Yet will ſhe light her little Sodom 
On tenth of June, from top to bottom; 
Wiſhing to ſee the diſſolution 
Of all the laws and conſtitution; 
For if this government ſhould ceaſe, 
She might be ſure to bawd in peace. 
She could prove pimping was no Ie, 
BY or Sarah pimp'd for Abraham : 
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That inceſt is a trivial matter, 

Since pious Lot careſs'd his daughter; 

That whoring is a lawful trade, 

Since ev'ry thing for uſe is made; 

And that it can be no abuſe, 

To put things to their proper uſe. 
With Chloe ſoon ſhe got acquainted, 

And all her former virtues tainted ; 

Taking advantage of her want, 

She often to her thus would cant. 

What, tho” all ſuch as cannot tarry, 

Rather than burn are bid to marry; 

| Yet if none taſted love's delight, 

But thoſe who lawfully come by't, 

Many a girl might burn to tinder, 

Before ſhe'd meet a man would mind her, 

If ſhe'd be nothing but a wife, 

To have, and hold her, during life; 

It ſeems but reaſon good, therefore, 

Rather than burn, to play the. whore : 

This talent to our ſex, kind heav'n, 

To be made uſe of, ſure has giv'n. 

Ought not thoſe ladies then to boaſt, 

That have improv'd it to the moſt ? 

Not like a Nun ſhut up in abby, 

Their talents in a napkin ay by ; 

For doubtleſs to conceal one's light 

Under a buſhel is not right. 

Then, as St. Paul ſays (mind the letter) 


Thoſe who don” t marry, do what's better; | 
Which 
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A Rocheſter, and Aretine; 
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Which plainly muſt ſome A imply, 


I ſee no reaſon to deny. 


The Aim you will gueſs with eaſe, 


*Tis in your pow'r whene'er you pleaſe, 
Then prithee, Chloe, be advis'd, 

Good offers ſhould not be deſpis'd ; 

A preſent ſettlement accept ; 


And where's the harm of we kept ? 


That Norwich crape, and humble patten, 
You'll change for coach, and gown of fattin, 


 Flounc'd petticoats, with heads of Mechlin, 


Fine fans, a watch, and other tackling. 


Ah! why ſhould ſo divine a creature, 
Neglect the choiceſt gift of nature ? 


Too eaſy Chloe quickly proves, 
Perſuaded to the thing ſhe loves; 
Thought all was reaſon Melly ſaid, 
And folly ſtill to live a maid ; 
When ſhe might purchaſe wealth and Fr 
By parting with an uſeleſs treaſure. Tn 
She ſoon forgets to fay her pray'rs, 
And learns to practiſe coquet airs : 
Hates ſermons, which in former days 
She lov'd as prudes do bawdy plays 
Left off the reading heavy chapters, 
And only reliſh'd melting raptures, 
Such as ſhe met with in romances, 
Where dying lovers fall in trances : 
And now upon her toilet's ſeen, 


- 
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The work of Ovid's am'rous pen 

She reads, admires, and reads again, 
Thinking it would more uſeful prove, 
To ſtudy his ſoft Art of Love, 

Than what dull Patr'archs us'd to do 
Three or four thouſand years ago. 

The gilded proſpect gay appears, 

And ſeems to promiſe happy years ; 

A thouſand pleaſures fill her mind, 
Nor ſees ſhe want and ſhame behind ; 
Conſiders not with how much haſte _ 
Her youth and blooming beauty waſte, 
That when the date of charms is out, 
The wheel of fortune turns about: 

And thoſe wha were at firſt but poor, 
Are often lower than before ; 

Which ſhe at laſt experienc'd true : 

Her happy days, alas | were few. _ 
Grown pale and thin, with hollow eyes, 
No more her faded charms intice ; 

She in her ſummer took no care 

For age and wrinkles to prepare; 
Therefore, when drop'd by keeping cullies, 
Became a prey to needy bullies ; 

And now in alleys, centry ſtands, 

To get her living with her hands ; 

She lays on paint as thick as butter, 

To hide in either cheek a gutter, _ 
Which pinching poverty and care, 
Poxes and time have grafted there, 

L 5 She 


226 Tux LEAKY VESSEL. 
She that when young, would Nein to hear 


A word unfit for maiden ear, 


Will now talk bawdy with the e beſt, 
And fancy ev'ry oath a jeſt; 
She that was once as juſt as any, 


Now picks a pocket for a penny ; 


And then, to filence ſharp remorſe, - 


For what is paſt, or fear of worſe, 


She finds a way that's moſt effectual, 
And drowns her. ſenſes intellectual; 


Each night, for bread, ſhe ſtrolls the ſtreets, 
« And lies with ev'ry man ſhe meets.” 
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IRCO, an old, but am'rous blade, 
Had ſometime kept a pretty maid, 


Whom to debauch he oft had try'd, 


But had as often been deny'd : 
Fair promiſes at firſt were us'd, 


But theſe, with ſcorn, the girl refus'd ; 


Nor could his coin prevail upon her, 

To ſell her love, or wound her honour ; 
Old Hirco thought he ne'er ſhould do't, 
And fo gave o'er: the vain purſuit, - 


Hirco 
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Hirco had all his life been one 
They call a boon companion; 
And in his houſe had always liquor 
To entertain the Squire or Vicar, 
From bottled ale to good French claret, 
And ſtout fo ſtale, no head could bear it; 3 
Man's greateſt ſin he often ſaid, 
Was ſneaking ſoberly to bed; 
Believ'd that parting dry-lips was 
Of Sodom's fire the fatal cauſe ; 
Hell's torments he did really think, 
Not ſcorching flames, but want of drink; 
He made it plain from ſacred writ, 
That wine was for the ſtomach fit; 
And therefore he, for conſcience ſake, 
A hearty doſe would often take. 
But when inflam'd with gen'rous liquor, 
His pulſe beat high, and blood mov'd quicker ; 
Then fancy brought into his arms, 
His wench dreſs'd up in all her charms ; 
Her ruddy cheeks, her well-turn'd noſe, 
Her little mouth, her eyes like ſloes; 
Her leſs'ning ſhape, her ſwelling bubbies, 
Her lilly hand, and lips of rubies ; 
A thouſand beauties yet unſeen, | 
That might have tempted ſaints to ſin, 
Made Hirco wiſh he durſt renew 
Th' attack he once had made on Sue. 
What pity *tis, he often ſaid, 
So ſweet a wench ſhould die a maid ! 

„ | That 
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That Sakey ſhould (and who could tell 
But that ſhe might) lead apes in hell! 

But Sue moſt bravely had withſtood 

His firſt attacks, and call'd him lewd 

And filthy beaſt, and often ſwore, 

She would not ſtay a moment more, 

For all his gold beneath his roof, 

If e'er he talk'd his fooliſh ſtuff. 
| Aw'd by her threats, old Hirco ſtrove 

To baniſh his ill-fated love. 

It happen'd on a certain night, 

That Hirco did ſome friends invite 

About the time when o'er the nation, 

Roaſt beef and mince-pies were in faſhion. 

The fparkling glaſs went briſkly round, 

Each toper bravely ſtood his ground, 
And ſwore, he wiſh'd that heaven's thunder, 

Wou'd ftrike him dead, if he knock'd under. 
The godly parſon, who was there, 

Said Amen to the hearty prayer! 

T” expel the rawneſs of the beer, 

And keep from phlegms their ſtomachs clear, 
Each made a chimney of his noſe, 

And clouds of ſmoke around them role. 

The ſmoke the upper regions gain'd, 

And round the brain the cloud remain'd. 

But now *twas late, the watchful cock 

Had long ſince crow'd it twelve o'clock ; 
And each man thought, tho' none had grace 

To own it, bed the proper'ſt place. | 


Here 
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Here one, extended on the floor, 

In liquor ſwam, yet call'd for more; 

A ſecond ſwallow'd whilſt he cou'd, 
But at the laſt, went out and ſpu'd ; 
Another roar'd and hoop'd aloud, 

A fourth reel'd round the room, and vows, 
In ſpite of Hirco's old Oftober, 
G—d da da d—mn him he was ſober, 
Moſt of the reſt to ſleep began, 
Amongſt em there was ſcarce a man 
Had ſtrength, but Hirco and the Parſon, 
Their ſtools upright to ſet their arſe on. 
With grief, the maſter of the feaſt 
Beheld the ſtate of ev'ry gueſt ; 

He wiſh'd he could, with all his heart, 
New vigour to em all impart. 

My friends, ſaid he, come let's cheer up, 
And briſkly take the other cup ; 

A plague, what makes you all ſo dull ? 
I han't got half my belly full; 
Rouſe up, for ſhame, my jally boys, 
Be merry, ſing, and make a noiſe ; 

I've in my cellar now a tub, 

Believe me, friends, of charming bub; 
To keep it longer would be folly, 

I'll pierce it now, and we'll be jolly. 
He faid, and riſing on his legs, 

Takes up a piercer, cuts ſome pegs; 
Seizes a tankard ; thus equipt, 

Down ſtairs into the cellar ſlipt. 
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Old Hires maid, *twixt hope and fear, 
Her maſter's laſt diſcourſe did hear. 
For tho? ſhe kept her body chaſte, 
And love unlawful would not taſte, 
Vet the poor girl was often dry, 
And lov'd good liquor by the bye; 
And when old Hirco was without, 
She'd to the tub, pull vent-pin out; 
And with a ſtraw the cunning gipſy, 


Would ſometimes ſuck till ſhe was tipſy; _ 


And as ſhe never choſe the worſt, 

This tub had often quench'd her thirſt. 
But now ſhe found the time was come, 
T' acquit her, or pronounce her doom: 
Her maſter now muſt miſs his drink, 

Or elſe, to-morrow, he would think 

His crew had, what was mifling, drank, 
And ne'er miſtruſt his Sukey's prank : 

Not dreaming, that by frequent vent, 


The ſpirit of the beer was ſpent ; 
And that *twornld he bur poor and flat, 


4 8 But ſhe, poor ſoul, ne*er thought of that, 


Mean while the buſy honeft drunkard, 
Had with it fill'd a ſwinging tankard; 
And from the cellar making haſte, 
Return'd to give his friends a taſte. 

By right divine, the learned aſs 

| Muſt on the ale his judgment paſs ; 

He drank a bumper, cry'd, a pox, 
This curſed beer's not orthodox; 
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Took t'other glaſs and ſhook his head; © 
O fye, ſaid he, tis flat and dead. 
As Hirco's faith was very little, 
He never could believe each tittle ; 
Not ev'n of what was given out 
To be damnation, but to doubt ; 
Much leſs he credited a tale, 
Which ſo diſgrac'd his choiceſt ale. 
On ſanctity he caſt a frown, 
Then fill'd a glaſs and ſoak'd it down. 
But how bewilder'd did he look, 
To find that Roger truth had ſpoke ! 
He fretted, rav'd, the compaſs ſwore, 
And curs'd till he could curſe no more. 
The Parſon cries, why here's a clatter ! 
Will ſwearing, pray now, mend the matter? 
The beer I do believe well brew'd, 
The fault's the veſſel where it ſtood ; 
Or elſe the bung-hole is in fault, 
By not being ſtopt up as it ought. 
Cry'd Hirco, I am either blind, 

Or in a moment's time I'll find 
The fatal cauſe of this diſaſter. —— 
Sutey went down to light her maſter : 
But, lord ! how filly did ſhe look ! 
Like aſpen leaves each member ſhook, 
And ſhe was in fuch dreadful fright, 
She ſcarce had pow'r to hold the light. 

Now Hirca, by his knuckle, found 
The barrel gave an empty found ; 

: | Surpriz'd» 
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8 Weid, he cries, 1 am undone, 
Why, Szſan ! half my beer is gone 
The Parſon from above reply d, 
Look under, and on ev'ry fide; ' 
III hold a crown, if you but ſeek 
About the tub, you'll find a leak ! 
Whilft thus the crafty Parſon ſaid, 
Hirco by chance look'd on his maid : 
Diſorder'd and confus'd ſhe ſtood, | 
Her cheeks were red with fluſhing blood, 
And from her maſter quick ſhe turn'd, 
Cry'd Hirco, Sukey, I'll be burn'd, 
If you han't ſomeway been the ruin 
Of this, my laſt October brewing. 
She, trembling, on her knees did fall, 
Begg'd his pardon, and told him all. 
Said he, this tale will make my friends, 
For want of liquor, ſome amends ; 
T'll up and tell them all, I ſwear. | 
For heaven's fake, faid ſhe, forbear ; 
Lord ! 1s there no way to atone 
5 fault: There is but one 
That I can think of, he reply'd, 
Pve often aſk*d, and you deny'd, 
A little favour, if you'll grant it, 
(And now I really think I want it) 
I'll hold my tongue; if you refuſe, 
_ Fl up, and out the ſtory goes. 
She paus'd, ſhe bluſh'd, ſhe cry'd, but knew 
Not either what to ſay, or do. | 
- „ 
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Mean while, of kiſſing he'd his fill, 

Nor cou'd he keep his fingers ſtill ; 

One hand upon her boſom lay, 

Whilſt t'other took a different way 

Then on a faggot-pile he laid 

The tender, yielding, lovely maid : 

The wench was buxom, plump, and ſappy, 

And fit to make a lover happy. 
Whilſt they in am'rous tranſports lay, ID, 

The Parſon wonder'd at their ſtay, 

And aſk'd them, what they were about? 

Cry'd Hirco, zZounds the leak's found out 

Thro' which my nectar daily flows; 

Be ſure, ſaid Roger, ſtop it cloſe. 

PII try, faid he, but, on my ſoul, 

It is a dev'liſh ſwinging hole ! 
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Tux CREDULOUS HUSBAND. 
ATA LK 
By Mr. CO B B. 


HILOM in Oxford an old chuff did dwell, 


A carpenter by trade, as ſtories tell; 


Who, by his craft, had heap'd up many a hoard, 
And furniſh'd ſtrangors both with bed and board. 
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With him a ſcholar lodg'd, of ſlender means, 
But notable for ſciences and ſenſe. | 
Yet, tho' he took degrees in arts, his mind 
Was moſtly to Afrology inclin'd. | 

A lad in Divination ſkill'd and ſhrew'd, 

Who by interrogations could conclude, 

If men ſhould aſk him at what certain hours 
The droughty earth would gape for cooling ſhow'rs, 
When it ſhould rain, or ſnow, what ſhould befall, 
Of fifty things; I cannot reckon all. 
This learned Cer had got a mighty fame 

For modeſty, and Nicholas his name. 

Subtle he was, well taught in Cupid's trade, 
But ſeem'd as meek and baſhful as a maid. 

A chamber in his hoſterly he kept, 

Alone he ſtudy'd, and alone he flept. 

With ſweet and fragrant herbs the room was dreſt, 
But he was ten times ſweeter than the beſt, 
His books of various ſize, or great, or ſmall, 
His Augrim ſtones to caſt accounts withal ; 

His Aſtrolabe and Almagi/t * apart, 

With twenty more hard names of cunning art; 
On ſev'ral ſhelves were couched nigh his bed, 
And the preſs cover'd with a folding red. 
Above an inſtrument of muſic lay, 

On which ſweet melody he us'd to play, 

So wond'rous ſweet that all the chamber rang, 
And pe ad Virginem + he ſung ; 


The name of a book of Astronomy written by Ptolemy» 
+ * Angel's Salutation to the Virgin Mary. 
. Then 
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Then would he chaunt in good King David's note, 
Full often bleſſed was his merry throat. 

And thus the Clerk in books and muſic ſpent 

His time, and exhibition's yearly rent. 

This Carpenter had a new married wife, 
Lov'd as his eyes, and dearer than his life. 

The buxom laſs had twice nine ſummers ſeen, 
And her briſk blood ran high in ev'ry Vein. 


The dotard, jealous: of ſo ripe an age, : 


Watch'd her, and lock'd her, like a bird in cage. 


For ſhe was wild, and in her lovely prime; 


But he, poor man! walk'd down the hill of time. 


He knew the temper of a youthful ſpouſe, 


And oft was ſeen to rub his aching brows. 

He knew his own weak ſide, and dreamt in bed 
She had, or would be planting on his head. 

He knew not Cato, for his wit was rude, 

That men ſhould wed with their ſimilitude. 


Like ſhould with like in love and years engage, 


For Huth can never be a rhyme to Age. 


Hence jealouſies create a nuptial war, 


And the warm ſeaſons with the frigid jar. 
But when the trap's once down, he muſt endure 


His fate, and patience 7s the only cure, 
Perhaps his father, and a hundred more 


Of honeſt Chriſtians, were thus ſerv'd before. 
Fair was his charming conſort, and withal 
Slender her waiſt, and like a weaſe!'s ſmall. 
She had a girdle round her, barr'd with ſilk, 
And a clean apron, white as morrow milk. 
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White was her ſmock, embroider'd all before, 
Which on her loins in many plaits ſhe wore. 


Broad was her ſilken fillet, ſet full high, 
And oft ſhe twinkled with a liq'riſh eye. 


Like marble ſmooth, and blacker than a ſſoe; 
She ſofter far than wool, or fleecy ſnow. 


Her brow was arch'd like any bended bow, | 


Were you to ſearch the univerſal round, 


So gay a wench was never to be found. 

With' greater brightneſs did her colour ſhine, 
Than a new noble of the freſheſt coin. 
Shrill was her ſong, and loud her piercing note, 


No fwallow on a barn had ſuch a throat. 
To this ſhe ſkipp'd and caper'd like a lamb, 


Or #4, or calf, when they purſue their dam. 
Sweet as metheglin was her honey lip, 

Or hoard of apples which in hay are kept. 
Wincing ſhe was, as is a jolly co/t, 

Long as a maſt, and upright as a bolt : 


Above her ancles laced was her ſhoe, 


She was a primroſe, and a pigeney too. 
And fit to lie by any Chriſtian's fide, 


Or a lord's miſtreſs, or a yeoman's bride. ; 


Now, Sirs, what think you, how the caſe befell ? 
This Nicholas (for J the truth will tell) 


Was a mere wag, and on a certain day, 
When the good man, the huſband was away, 


(For Gerts are fly, and very full of game) 
And privily he caught her by that ſame. 


Began to ſport and wanton with his dame, { 


cc My 
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« My lemman * dear (quoth he) I'm all on fire, 

4 And periſh, if you grant not my defire. 

He claſp'd her round, and held her faſt, and cry'd, 

« O let me, let me —— never be deny'd.“ 

At this ſhe writh'd her head, and ſprung aloof, 

Like a young friſking colt, whoſe tender hoof 

Felt never farrier's hand, and never knew 

The virgin burden of an iron ſhoe. 

« Fye, Nicholas ! away your hands, quoth ſhe : 

© Is this your breeding, and civility ! 

© Foh! idle fot! what means th' unmanner'd 

clown, 1 

To teize me thus, and toſs me up and dowp ? b 1 

I vow I'll tell, and bawl it o'er the town. + 

© You're rude, and will you not be anſwer'd no? 

© I will not kiſs you — prithee let me go.? 
Here Nicholas, a young, defigning knave, 

Began to weep, and cant, and pardon crave. 

So fair he ſpoke, and importun'd ſo faſt, 

This ſeeming modeſt ſpouſe conſents at laſt. 

By good St. Thomas + ſwore, her uſual oath, 

That ſhe would meet his love — tho? mighty loath, 

< If you, faid ſhe, convenient leiſure wait, 

© (You know my huſband has a jealous pate) 

© I will requite you; for if once the beaſt 

© Should chance to find us out, and ſmell the jeſt, 

© I muſt be a dead woman at the leaſt.” 

Let that, quoth Nicholas, ne'er vex your head; 

« He muſt be a mere learned aſs indeed, 
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„ Miſtreſs, f st. Thomas Becket. 


« And 
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« And very fooliſhly beſets his wile, 

&« Who cannot a dull Carpenter beguile.” 
And thus they were accorded, thus they ſwore 
To wait the time, as I have ſaid before. 
And now, when Nicholas had worn away 


The pleaſant time in harmleſs am'rous play, 


To his melodious þ/altery he flew, : 
Play'd tunes of love, by which his paſſion grew, 


Then printed on her lips a dear Adieu. 

It happen'd-thus, (I cannot rightly tell, 
If it on Eafter or on I hitfun fell) 
That on a holy-day, this modeſt dame 
To church, with other honeſt neighbours came, 


In a good fit to hear the parſon preach 


What the divine apoſtle us'd to teach. 


Bright was her forehead, and no ſummer's day 
* Shone half ſo clear, ſo tempting, and ſo gay. 


Now to this pariſh did a Cr+ belong, 
Who many a time had rais'd a holy ſong : 
His name was Aßſalon, a filly man, 


Who curl'd his hair, which ſtrutted like a fan; 
And from his jolly, pert, and empty head, 


In golden ringlets on his ſhoulders ſpread. 

His face was red, his eyes as grey as gooſe, 
With St. Paul's windows figur'd on his ſhoes, 
Full properly he walk'd in ſcarlet hoſe, 
But light, and filver-colour'd were his Clothes, 
And ſurplice white as bloſſoms on the roſe. 
Thick points and taſſels did the coxcomb pleaſe, 
And fetouſly they dangled on his knees. 
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He could let blood, and ſhave your beard; or head; 


But a mere Barber-Surgeon by his trade. 
| Nay, he cou'd draw a bond, and learnt from Bs 
In thirty motions how to trip and dance: 

Nay, he cou'd write and read, and that is more 
Than twenty pariſh-clerks could do before: 
Could friſk and toſs his twirling legs in air, 

Nice were his feet, and trod it to a hair. 

Songs would he play, and, not to hide his wit, 
Would ſqueak a treble to his ſquawling Kit; 

His dreſs was finical, his muſic queer, 

And pleas'd a tapſter's eye or drawer's ear. 

No tavern, brew-houſe, ale-houſe in the town, 
Was to the gentle Alſalun unknown: 
But he was very careful of his wind, 

And never let it ſally out behind; 

To give the Devil his due, he had an art 

By civil ſpeech to win a lady's heart. 

This Ahalon, ſo jolly, ſpruce and gay, 
Went with the Cenſer on the Sabbath-day ; 
He ſwung the incenſe-pot with comely grace, 
But chiefly would he fume a pretty face. 

His wanton eye, which every where he caſt, 
Dwelt on the Carpenter's fine dame at laſt. 
90 ſweet and proper was his lovely wife, 
That he could freely gaze away his life. 
Were he a cat, this pretty mouſe would feel 
Too ſoon his talons, a delicious meal. 

And now had Cupid ſhot a piercing dart, 
And dipt the feathers in his wounded heart, 


No 
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No (ride of the handſome wives he took, 

He wanted nothing but a ſmiling look; 

The pariſh fees refus'd, and faid, the light 
Of the fair moon ſhines brighteſt in the night, 
Soon as the Cock had bid the morning riſe, 
The ſmitten lover to his fiddle flies. 

A hideous noiſe his ſqueaking trilloes make, 
And all the drowſy neighbourhood awake. 

At the lov'd houſe ſome am'rous tunes he play'd, 
And thus with gentle voice he ſung or faid : 


Noro dear Lady, 
If thy will be, 
{ pray to thee 
To pity me. 


And twenty ſuch complaining notes he ſung, 
Alike the muſic of his &:t, and tongue. 
Act this the ſtaring Carpenter awoke, 
And thus his wife, fair Aliſon, beſpoke. 

« Art thou aſleep, or art thou deaf, my dear? 
« And cannot 4b/alon at window hear? 
« How with his ſerenade he charms us all, 
« Chanting melodiouſly beneath our wall? 
< Yes, yes, I hear him, Aliſon reply'd, 
© Too well, God wot;* and then ſhe turn'd aſide, 
Thus went affairs, till Aſalon, alas 
Was aloft creature, a mere whining 4%. 
All night he wakes, and ſighs, and wears away, 
On his broad locks and dreſs, the live-long day. 

| — To 
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To ſuch a height his doating fondneſs grew, 
He cou'd have kiſsꝰd the ground, and wip'd her ſhoe · 
Where'er ſhe went, he like a ſlave purſu'd ; | 
With ſpiced ale, and ſweet metheglin woo'd. 
All dainties he could rap and rend, he got, 
And ſent her tarts and cu/tards piping hot. 
He ſpar'd no coſt for an expenſive treat 
Of mead and cyder, and all forts of meat. 
Throbbing he ſings with his lamenting throat, 
And rivals Philomela's mournful note. 
With rigour ſome, and ſome with gentle arts 
Have found a paſſage to young ladies hearts: 
Some wealth have won, and ſome have had the lot 
To fall enamour'd of a treating fot, 

Sometimes he ſearamouch'd it all on high, 
And harlequin'd it with activity; | 
Betrays the lightneſs of his empty head, 
And how he could cut capers in a bed. 
But neither this, nor that, the damſel move, 
For Nicholas has ſwept the ſtakes of love. 
The Pariſh Clerk has nothing met but ſcorn, 
And may go fiddle now, or blow his horn, 
'Thus gentle Abſalon is made her ape, 
And all his paſſion turn'd into a jape; 
For Nicholas is always in her eye: 
True ſays the Proverb, that the nigh are . 
A diſtant love may diſappointment find, 
For out of ſight is ever out of mind. 
The ſcholar was at hand, as I have told, 
And gave the Pariſh Clerk the dig to hold 
. M 


— 


: - 8 ; 4 | 


24 Tus CREDULOUS HUSBAND. 


Now Nicholas thy craft and cunning try, 
That Abſalon may De Profundis cry. 
Now when the Carpenter was call'd away 
To work at Ofney on a certain day, 
The ſubtle ſcholar, and his wanton ſpouſe, 
Were decently contriving for his brows : 
| Agreed, that Nicholas ſhould ſhape a wile, 
Her addle-pated huſband to beguile. 
And, if it chanc'd the game ſucceeded right, 
She then would fleep within his arms all night. 
For both were in this one deſire concern'd, 
Alike they ſuffer'd, and alike they burn'd. 
A lucky thought ſoon croſs'd the ſcholar's head, 
Who at the inſtant to his chamber fled. 
But to relieve his thirſt and hunger, bore 
Of meat and liquor a ſubſtantial ſtore, 
And victual'd it for one long day, or more. 
& Alce, ſhou'd your huſband aſk for me (quoth he) 
« Reply in ſcorn, what's Nicholas to me? 
« Am I his keeper ? help your filly head! 
« Perhaps the man is mad, aſleep, or dead. 
« My maid indeed has thump'd this hour or more 
ce And knock'd as if ſhe'd thunder down the door; 
« But he, a moping drone, no anſwer gave, 
« Was quite unmov'd, and ſilent as the grave.“ 
Thus did one Saturday entire conſume, 
Since Nicholas had lock'd him in the room. 
Nor was he idle; for no Lent he kept, 
But ate, like other men, and drank, and ſlept. 


Did 
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Did what he lik'd, till next day's ſun was new, 
And went to reſt, as common mortals do. 
The Carpenter was in a grievous pain, 
Leſt Nicholas ſhould over-work his brain; 
By ſtudy loſe his reaſon, or his life— | 
© Well, by St. Thomas, I don't like it, wife. 
© The world we live in, is a tickliſh place, 
© And ſudden death has often ſtopt our race, 
I ſaw a corpſe, as to the church it paſt, 
© And the poor man at work but Monday laſt. 
Run Dick, quoth he, run ſpeedily up ſtairs, 
< Thump at the door, and ſee how ſtand affairs.“ 
Up ftraight he runs, like any tempeſt flies, 
And knocks, and bawls, and like a madman cries: 
« Hoh ! maſter Nicholas, what mean you thus 
« To ſleep all night and day, and frighten us? 
He might as well have whiſtled to the wind, 
As from good Nicholas an anſwer find. 
At laſt he ſpy'd a hole full low and deep, 
Where uſually the cat was wont to creep; 
Here was diſcover'd to his wond'ring fight, 
The ſcholar gazing with his eyes upright, 
As if intent upon the ſtars and moon : 
And down runs he, to tell his maſter ſoon, 
In what array he ſaw this ſtudious man. 
The Carpenter to croſs himſelf began: 
And cry'd, © St. Fridefwild, help us one and all! 
Little we know what fate ſhall us befall. 
This man with his aſtronomy is got 
* Into ſome frenzy, and ſtark mad, got wot. 


M 2 © This 


5 244 Tur CREDULOus HUSBAND. 


This comes on poring on his cunning books, 
Of his moon-ſnuffing, and ſtar-peeping looks. 
Why ſhould a filly earth-born mortal pry 
On heav'n, and ſearch the ſecrets of the ſky? 
© Well fare thoſe- men, who no more learningꝰ 
Ineed = 30 | 
Than what's contain'd in the Lord's Pray'r and 
Med, . 

: Scholars ſufficient, if they can but read! 
Thus far'd a ſage philoſopher * of old, 
© Who walking out, as tis in ſtory told, 
Was ſo much with aſtronomy bewitch'd, 
© "That his ſtar-gazing clerkſhip was bedrtch'd. 
4 Ill luck attends the man, who looks too high, 
And can a ftar, but not a marl-pit ſpy. 
© But, by St. Thomas, this ſhall never paſs : 
© Too well I love this gentle Nicholas. 
c PII ferret him, unleſs the Devil's in it, 
From his brown fit of ſtudy in a minute. 
© Robin, let's try if that an iron pur 
© And your ſtrong back can make this ſcholar tir.” 
Now Robin was a lad of brawn and bones, 
And by the haſp heav'd up the door at once, 
Which in the chamber fell with dreadful ſound, 
As would a man, like you or me, aſtound, 
But Nicholas did nothing do but ſtare; 
And like a {ſtatue gape upon the air. 

The Carpenter was in a piteous fear, 
Becauſe he did not, or he would not hear; 


-- 


* Thales, 


| Thought 
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Thought ſome deep melancholy had impair'd | 

His brain, and that of mercy he deſpair'd ; 

For which the ſtudent in his arms he took 

With might and main, and by the ſhoulders fhook :- 
Cry'd, © Nicholas, awake | what, not a word? 

© Look down, deſpair not --- think upon the Lord! 
Then the night-ſpell he mumbled to himſelf : 

< Bleſs thee from fiends, and every wicked elf !* 
He croſs'd the threſhold, where a Devil 1 


creep, 
And each ſmall hole, ad waich an Imp might 


peep; 

With folemn Pater-Maſlers bleſt the 3 

And Aue- Marys, after and before. 

At this the Cler+ ſent forth a heavy ſigh, 

With tears and woful tone began to cry— | 

« And ſhall this world be loft ſo ſoon 2 4h ! ruby?“ 

What do I hear? the Carpenter reply'd, 

What ſay'ſt thou, Nicholas? ſure thou art beſide 

Thyſelf: Serve God, as we poor lab'rers do, 

And then no harm nor danger will enſue.” 

« Ah! friend, quoth Nicholas, you little think 

« What I can tell; but firſt let's have ſome drink 

„ 'Then, my dear hoſt, thou ſhalt in private learn 

« Some certain things, which thee and me concern. 

« It ſhall no mortal but yourſelf avail ; | 

Then fetch a VMincheſter of mighty ale.“ 

And now, when both had drank an equal ſhare, 

Cries Nicholas, Sit down, and draw your chair. 
M 3 « But 
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c But firſt, ſweet landlord, you muſt take an oath, 
« To no man living to betray thy troth. 
« For truſt me, what I'm going to relate 
 ©« Is Revelation, and as ſure as fate. 
« And if you tell, this vengeance will enſue, 
No hare in March will be ſo mad as you.” 
< Nay, quoth mine hoſt, I am no blab, not I, 
© And hang me, if you catch me in a lye. 
I would not tell, tho? *twere to ſave my life, 
To chick or child, to man, or maid, or wife.” 
« Now John, quoth Nicholas, I will not hide 
„ What by my art I have of late deſcry'd ! 
« How, as I por'd upon fair Cynthia's light, 
« Should fall on Monday next at quarter night, 
A rain ſo ſudden, and fo long to boot, 
4 That Noah's flood was but a ſpoonful to't. 
« This world, within the compaſs of an hour, 
« Shall allbedrown'd, fo great will be the ſhow'r, 
"« As will the cattle, and mankind devour.” 
Cries then this filly man, © Alas, my wife | 
© My boſom comfort, and my better life ! 
And muſt ſhe drown, and periſh with the reſt ; 
« My Aliſon, the darling of my breaſt ?? 
At this well nigh he ſwoon'd, o erwhelm'd with grief, 
Fetceh' d a deep ſigh, © And is there no relief; 
No remedy, he cry*d, no ſuccour left? 
« No, by no means, quoth this deſigning clerk. 
« Be of good heart, and by inſtruction work, 
« For if by Nicholas you will be led, 


“ And build no caſtles in RIOT own wild head, 
« None 


Taz CREDULOUS HUSBAND. 247 


« None fo ſecure : for Solomon ſays true, 

« Wort all by counſel, and you cannot rue. 

« Tf you'll be govern'd, and be rul'd by me, 
I'll undertake to fave thy wife and thee ; 

« By my own art againſt the flood prevail, 
« And make no uſe of either maſt or fail, 


« Have you not heard, how, when the world was 


naught, | | 
« Noah, by heav'nly infpiration taught“ - 
(Ay, ay, quoth John, I've in my bible found 
That once upon a time the world was drown'd.) 
“ Haſt thou not heard, how Noah was concern'd 
« For his dear wife, and how his bowels yearn'd, 
« Till he had built and furniſh'd out a bark, 
And lodg'd her, with her children, in the ark? 
«< Now expedition is the ſoul and life 
« Of buſineſs ; if you love yourſelf and wife, 
© Run, fly--- for in this caſe it is a crime 
« 'Toloiter, or to loſe an inch of time. 
For Aliſon, yourſelf, and me, provide 
6 Three kneading-troughs, to fail upon the tide, 
« But take moſt ſpecial care, that they be large, 
« 'In which a man may ſwim as in a barge. 
Let them be victual'd well, and fee you lay 
« Sufficient ſcore againſt a rainy day; 
« Enough to ſerve us twenty hours, and more, 
For then the flood will *ſuage, and not before. 
* But one thing let me whiſper in your ear, 
Let not thy ſturdy fervant Robin hear, 
M4 „ 
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5 Nor bonny Gillian know. what I relate . 


« muſt not utter the decrees of fate. 
« Aſk. me not reaſons why I cannot fave 
« Your truſty ſerving-maid, and honeſt knave : 


_« Suffice it thee, unleſs thy wits be mad, 


To have as great a grace as Noah had. 
« Do you make haſte, and mind the grand affair; 


« To fave your wife ſhall be my proper care. 


« But when theſe kneading-tubs are ready made» © 
« Which may ſecure us when the floods invade, 
« See that you hang them in the roof full high, 

* That none our providenti al plot deſcry. 

« And when thou haſt convey'd ſufficient ſtore 

« Of meats and drink, as I have ſaid before, 

« And put a ſharpen'd axe in every boat, 


* To cut the cord, and ſet us all afloat, 


« Then thro” the gable of the houſe, which lies 
« Above the ſtable, and the garden ſpies, 


& Break out a hole fo very large and wide, 


« Thro' which our tubs may fail upon the tide. 
© Then wilt thou ſo much mirth and pleaſure take 
« In ſwimming, as the white duck and the drake, 
« Then when 1 cry, hoh! Alliſon, and John, 

« Be merry, for the flood will paſs anon; 

« Then wilt thou anſwer, maſter Meholay, 

« Good-morrow, for I ſee it is broad day. 


Then ſhall we reign, as emperors for life, 


&« O'er all the world, like Noah and his wife. 
« But one thing I almoſt forgot to tell, 


Which now comes in my 1 (and Rk me well) 
| « That 
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« That on the very night we go aboard, 
C All muſt be huſh'd, and whiſper not a word, 
Hut all the time employ our holy mind 
« In earneſt pray'rs: for thus has heav'n enjoin'd. 
« You and your wife muſt take a ſeparate place, 
“Nor is there any ſin in ſuch a caſe, - . 
« To-morrow night, when men are faſt aſleep, . 
« We to our kneading-tubs will ſlily creep; 
« There will we fit, each in his ſhip apart, 
KK And wait the deluge with a patient heart. 
« Go now; I have no longer time to ſpare 
In ſermoning, uſe expeditious care. 
« Your apprehenſion needs no more advice: 
« One ſingle word's ſufficient for the wiſe. 
« And none, dear landlord, can your wit inform; 
« Go, fave our lives from this impending ſtorm.” 
Away hies John, with Ar; look, 
And figh'd, and groan'd, at ev'ry ſtep he teak. 
To Aliſen he does his fate deplore, 
And tells a ſecret which ſhe knew before. 
But yet ſhe trembled like an ben leaf, 
And ſeem'd to periſh with diſſembled grief; 
Crying, “ Alas! what ſhall I do? begone — 
« Help us to *ſcape, or we are all undone. 
« I am thy true and very wedded wife; 
« Go, dear, dear ſpouſe, and help to fave my liſe.“ 
Ii hat flrong impreſſions does aſfection gue ! 
Ly fancy, men have often ceas'd to live. 
Howe er abſurd things in themſelves appear, 
Feak minds are apt to credit what they fear, 
NM 5 This 
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This filly carpenter is almoſt wood, : 
And thinks of nothing elſe but Noah's flood. 


| Believes he ſees it, and begins to quake, 
And all for Aliſon, his honey's ſake. 
He's over-run with forrow and with fear, 
And ſends forth many a groan and many a tear. 
A kneading-trough, and tub, and kemelin * 
He gets by ſtealth, and ſends them to his inn. 
He makes three ladders, whence he climbs aloof, 
And privately he hangs them in the roof. 
But firſt he victual'd them, both trough and tub, 
With bread and cheeſe, and bottles fil d with 
mighty bub; 
Enough in conſcience to relieve their faſt, 
And be ſufficient for a day's repaſt. 
But ere this preparation had been made, 

He ſent to London both his man and maid, ö 
On certain matters, which concern'd his trade. 
And now came on the fatal Monday night; 
Barr'd are the doors, out goes the candle-light. 
And when all things in readineſs were ſet, 
Theſe three their ladders take, and up they get. 
Now Pater No/ter, clum +, ſaid Aliſon, 
And clum, quoth Nicholas, and clum, quoth John. 
The carpenter his Oriſons did ſay, 
For men in fear are very apt to pray. 
Silent he waited, when the ſkies would pour 
This unaccountable and diſmal ſhow'r, 


® Brewer's veſſel. 4 A note of Glences * 
And 


And now at curfew* time, dead ſleep began 
To fall upon this eaſy, ſimple man, 
Who, after ſo much care and bus'nefs paſt, 
And ſpent with fad concern, was quickly faft. 
Soft down the ladder ſtole this loving pair, 
Good Nicholas, and Aliſon the fair; wn 
Then, without ſpeaking, to the bed they creep 
Of John, poor cuckold ! who was faſt aſleep. 
There all the night they revel, ſport, and toy, 
And act the merry ſcene of am'rous joy 
Till that the bell of Lauds began to ring, 
And the fat Friars in the chancel ſing. 

This pariſh clerk, this am*rous Aþſalon, 
Who over head and ears in love is gone, 
At Ofney, happen'd with a jovial crew 
To ſpend the Monday, as they us'd to do; 
There pulls a certain Friar by the ſleeve, 
With pardon begg'd, and father, by your leave, 
« When ſaw you John the carpenter? he cries,” 
© Laſt Saturday, the Clorfterer replies, 
© Since then J have not ſeen him with theſe eyes. 
Perhaps abroad he's playing faſt and looſe ; 
Or fetching timber for the Abbot's uſe, 
And lodges at the Grange a day or two, 
Or elſe at home —I know no more than you.” 


* Curfew. WII LIAN the Conqueror, in the firſt year of 


his reign, commanded that in every town and village a bell ſhould 
be rung every night, at eight of the clock, and that all people ſhould 
chen put out their fire and candle and go to bed. The ringing of 
this bell was called curfew, that is, cover fire. 
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This made Nab's boiling blood with pleaſure fart, 
The news rejoic'd the cockles of his heart. 
© Now is my time, thinks he; the moon is bright 
© Nor care I, if I travel all the night; 
For at his door, ſince day began to ſpring, 
I've ſeen, like him, no kind of man, or thing. 
© It is reſolv'd; to Aliſon Pl. go, : 
© When the firſt morning cock begins to crow; 
And to her window privately, repair, 
© Then knock, and tell her my tormenting care. 
I' open all my breaſt, and eaſe my heart, 
© For 'tis too much to bear love's ſtinging ſmart, 
Some little comfort ſure I ſhall not miſs; _ 
© At leaſt ſhe'll grant the favour of a kiſs. 
My lips have itch'd all day, from whence it ſeems _. 
That I ſhall kiſs: beſides, my pleafant dreams | 
© Of feaſts and banquets, whence a man may gueſs 
That 1 may haply meet with ſome ſucceſs : 
© But for an hour or two before 1 „ 
© PII firſt refreſh me with a nap, or ſo.” 
Nov the firſt cock had wak'd from his repoſe 
The jolly Abſalan, and up he roſe. 
But firſt he dreſſes finical and gay, 
And looks like any beau, at church or play, 
And briſk as bridegroom on a wedding-day. 
Nicely he combs the ringlets of his hair, 
And waſnh'd with roſe-water looks freſh and fair; 
Then with his finger he her window twang'd, 
Whiſper'd a gente tone, and thus takes: 


--r 
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Sweet Aliſon, my honey-comb, my dear, 
My bird, my cinnamon, your lever hear. 
Awake, and ſpeak one word. before £ part, 
But one kind word, the balſam to my heart. 
Little you think, alas] the mighty wo, _ 
Thich for the love of thee I undergo. 
For thee 1 ſtuelter and for thee I feat, 
And mourn as lambkins for the mother's teat. 
Mor falſe my grief, nor does the turtle dove 
Lament more truly, or more truly love, 
J cannot eat nor drink, and all for thee ——— 
Get from my window, you Fact fool, ſaid ſhe; 
© I love another of a different hue 
< From ſuch a filly dunder-head as you. 
© If you ſtand talking at that fooliſh rate, 
© My chamber-pot ſhall be about your pate. 
© Begone, you empty ſot, and let me ſleep.” — 
At this poor Ab/alon began to weep, 
And his hard fate with ſighs and groans deplore, 
IWas ever faithful love thus ſerv'd before? | 
Since then, my ſweet, what I defire's in vain, ' 
Let me but one ſmall boon, a kiſs, obtain. 
© And will you then begone, nor loiter here?“ 
Quoth Aliſon — Ay, certainly, my dear |! 
© Make ready then — Now, Nicholas, lye ſtill, 
© *Tis ſuch a jeſt, that you will laugh your fill. 
. Raviſh'd with joy, Nab fell upon his knees, 
The happieſt man alive in all degrees; 
In filent raptures he began to cry, 
Ne Lord in Europe is ſo beſt as J. 
1 T may 
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Oſt would he fay, las O baſe evil! 
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I may expefi more favours ; for a hiſs 8 


1s an aſſurance of a future bliſs. 
The window now unclaſp'd, with flender voice, 


Cries Aliſon, © Be quick, and make no noiſe ; 

© T would not for the world our neighbours hear, 

© For they're made up with jealouſy and fear.” 
Then ſilken handkerchief from pocket came, 

To wipe his mouth full clean to kiſs the dame. 
Dark was the night, as any coal or pitch, 

When at the window ſhe clapt out her breech. 
The Pariſh Clerk ne er doubted what to do, 

But aſk'd no queſtions, and in haſte fell to; 

On her blind fide full ſavourly he preſt 

A loving kiſs, ere he ſmelt out the jeſt. 

A- back he ſtarts, for he knew well enough, 
That womens lips are ſin- oth, but theſe were rough. 
What have I done? quoth he, and rav'd and ſtar'd, 
Ah mel Pre kiſs'd a woman with a beard ! 

He curs'd the hour, and raiFd againſt the ſtars, 
That he was born to kiſs my lady's arſe. - 
Tehea,* ſhe cry'd, and clapt the window cloſe, 


While Abſalbn with grief and anger goes 
To meditate revenge; and to requite 
The foul affront, he would not ſleep that ni icht. 


And now with duſt, with ſand, with ſtraw, with chips, 
He ſcrubs and rubs the kiſſes from his lips. 


Than met with this diſgrace ſo damn d uncivil, 
J rather had went headlong to the devil, 


* A note of hehe, 


74 


Tux CREDULOUS HUSBAND. 255 


To hiſs a woman's breech ! it can't be borne ! 
But, by my ſoul, Tl be reveng'd by morn. 

Het love, the proverb fays, grows quickly cool, 
And Abſalon's no more an am'rous fool: 
For ſince his purpoſe was ſo fouly croſt, 
He gains his quiet, tho' his love is loſt ; 
And, cur'd of his diſtemper, can defy 
All whining coxcombs with a ſcornful eye : 
But for mere anger, as he paſs'd the ſtreet, 
He wept, as does a ſchool-boy when he's beat. 
In a ſoft doleful pace at laſt he came 
To an old Vulcan, Farvis was his name; 
Who late and early at the forge turmoiFd, 


In hamm'ring iron bars, and plough-ſhares, toil'd, 


Hither repair'd, by one or two o'clock, 

Poor Abſalon, and gave an eaſy knock. 

Who's there that knocks. ſo late? old Jarvis cries. 
* *Tis 1,” the penſive Ahalon replies. 

« Open the door.” What, Ahſalun, quoth he, 
Dye Pariſh Cleck! Ab! Benedicite ! 

* Where haſt thou been? ſome pretty girl, I wot, 

© Has led you out ſo late upon the trot. 

© Some merry-meeting on the wenching ſcore ; 

© You know my meaning but PII ſay no more.“ 


Now A bfalon another diſtaff drew, 
And had more tow to. ſpin than Jarvis knew: 
He minded not a bean of all he faid, 
For other things employ'd his careful head. 
Alt laſt he ſilence breaks, « Dear friend,” he . . 
« Lend's that hot pur, which in the chimney lies; 8 
| 40 1 haue 
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« T have occaſion for't, no queſtions aſt, 

C Jo bring it back again ſhall be my taſk.” 

© With all my heart, quoth Jarvis, were it gold, 

© Or ſplendid nobles in a purſe untold ; 

© With all my heart, as I'm an honeſt-/mth, 

© I'll lend it thee ; but what wilt do therewith?” 

« For that, quoth Aſalon, nor care, nor ſorrow, 

« T'Il give a good account of it to-morrow.” 

Then up the culter in his hand he caught, 

Tripp'd out with ſilent pace, and wicked thought. 

Red-hot it was, as any burning coal,  _ 

With which to oh» the carpenter's he ſtole. 

There firſt he cough'd, and, as his uſual wont, 

Up to the window came, and tapp'd upon't. 

© Who's there?” quoth Aon, ſome midnight rook, 

© Some thief, I warrant, with a hanging look. 

« Ah! God forbid,” quoth this diſſembling elf, 

« *Tis Aalon, my life]! my better ſelf ! | 

« A rich gold ring I've to my darling brought, 

“% By a known graver exquiſitely wrought ; 

« Beſide a poſie, moſt divinely writ 

« By a fam'd poet, and notorious wit. 

« My mother gave it me ('tis wond'rous fine.) 

« She clapp'd it on my finger, I on thine, 

ef thou wilt deign the favour of a kiſs?” —— 

Now Nicholas, by chance, roſe up to piſs; 

And lyly thinking he the jeſt ſhou'd mend, 

Mere Alſalon to kiſs his nether-end. 

With eager haſte, and ſecret joy he went, 

And his poſteriors out at window ſent. | 
| Here 


| 


Tux .CREDULOUS HUSBAND. 257 
Here Alſalon, the wag, with ſubtle tone 
. Whiſpers, My love!] my foul ! my Alon / 
« Speak, my ſweet bird, I know not where thou 
„ | 
At this the {ſcholar let a rouzing fart; | 
So loud the noiſe, as frightful was the ſtroke, 
As thunder when it ſplits the ſturdy oak. 
The Clerk was ready, and with hearty guſt, 
The red-hot iron in his buttock thruſt. . _ 
Straight off the ſkin, like ſhrivePd parchment, flew, 
His breech as raw as St. Bartholomew. 
The culter had ſo ſing'd his hinder part, 
He thought he ſhould have dy'd for very ſmart. 
In a mad fit about the room he ran, 
Help! water! water! for a dying man. 
The Carpenter, as one beſide his wits, 
/ Starts at the dreadful ſound, and up he gets. 
The name of water rouz'd him from his ſleep, 
He rubb'd his eye-lids, and began to peep. 
Alas! thought he, now comes the fatal hour, 
And from the clouds does Noah's deluge pour. 
Up then he ſits, and without more ado 
He takes his axe, and fmites the cord in two. 
Down go the bread, and ale, and cheeſe, and all, 
And hn himſelf had a confounded fall. 
Dropp'd from the roof upon the floor, aſtoun'd 
He lies, as dead, and ſwims upon the ground. 
Then Nicholas, to play the counterfeit, _ 
With Alon, cries murder in the ſtreet. 
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In came the neighbours, pouring like the tide, 
To know the reaſon why was murder cry'd ! 
There they beheld poor John, a gaſping man, 
Shut were his eyes, his face was pale and wan. 
Batter'd his ſides, and broken was his arm, 

But ſtand it out he muſt to his own harm. 

For when he aim'd to ſpeak in his defence, 

They bore him down, and baffled all his ſenſe. 

They told the people, that the man was wood, 

And dreamt of nothing elſe but Noah's flood. 

His heated fancy on this deluge rung, 

That to the roof three kneading-troughs he hung, 
With which in danger he deſign'd to ſwim, | 

And we, forſooth, muſt carry on the whim : 

He begg'd, and pray'd, and ſo we humour'd him. 

At hearing this, the ſneering neighbours gave 
An univerſal ſhout, and hideous laugh. 
| Now on the roof, and now on John they gape, 
And all his earneſt turn into a jape. 

He ſwore againſt the ſcholar and his wife, 
And never look'd fo fooliſh in his life. 

| Whate'er he ſpeaks, the people never mind, 
His oaths are nothing, and his words are wind. 
Thus all conſent to ſcoff each ſerious word, 
And John remain'd a cuckold on record. 

Thus doors of braſs, and bars of ſteel are vain, 
And watchful jealouſy, and carking pain, 
Are fruitleſs all, when a good-natur'd ſpouſe 
Deſigns preferment for her huſband's brows. 
| . . Thus 
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Thus Al. 5M her cuckold does defy, 

And Atjalon has kiſs'd her nether eye 
While Nicholas is ſcorched in the breech ; 
My tale is done, God fave us all, and each, 
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A TALE. 
By Mr. THURSTON. 


He much in vain is all our art 
To pry into a female heart 
How weak, how groundleſs the pretence 
To knowledge, conduct, wit, or ſenſe, 
When women, as they pleaſe, deceive, 
And we, with all our wit, believe 

Still in the matrimonial ſtate 
(That end of love, that fource of hate) 
Tis each conceited ſot's advice, 
A man can never be too nice. f 
Mark how your miſtreſs is inclin'd ; 
Obſerve the ſallies of her mind: 
Loves ſhe the Park, and Flanders mares, 
Or ev'ning walks, or morning pray rs? 
Delights ſhe in the rich brocade, 
Or trips ſhe to a maſquerade? 
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If once to theſe her fancy lead, 

She's one of us: Beware your head. 
Per contra, if on ſearch you find 

She has not yet debauch'd her mind; 
If yet ſheme'er has croſs'd the Thames, 

Or trod the purlieus of St. James; 

Ne'er ſet her utmoſt foot ſo far 

As tother fide of Temple-Bar ; 


Why then you may with reaſon judge, 


She'll make a tolerable drudge; 
Was never yet by man betray'd, 
And, truſt me, ſhe's a ſpotleſs maid. 
Give o'er thy cant, deluded fool, 
Nor fix uncertainties to rule ; 
That ſex, the eſſence of deceit, 
Was, is, and will be ſtill a cheat. 
If my opinion won't prevail, 
Have patience, and attend my tale. 

A ſpark there was, we'll call him 7%n, 
Or any thing you'll pitch upon, | 
-Who in his youth (heav'n help his head) 
Moft prudently reſolv'd' to wed ; 

And (for he valu'd much his fame) 
A girl unblemiſh'd was his aim; 


* "1. "How many ways ſoc'er he try'd, 


He'd have a virgin for his bride. 
Long did the ſearch perplex his mind, 
For virgins are but hard to ſind; 

At length kind fortune was his Gen 
And all his pain was at an end, 


A fair 
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A fair delightful girl he found, 
Whoſe beauty would a hermit wound, 
Yet who, if modeſty can move, 
| Might teach a libertine to love. 
No ſickly pale deform'd her face, 
Unhurt and freſh was ev'ry grace: 
Free from the vices of the town, 
Ill cards had never made her frown ; 
She ne'er had run in debt with beaus, 
Or broke for ombre her repoſe. 
If but a man the fair eſpy'd, 
She'd bluſh and turn her head aſide, ; 
-Her cheeks were red, her mouth was pretty, 
Her eyes were black—her name was Betty. 
O'erjoy'd to meet fo chaſte a dame, 
John yet a while conceal'd his flame, 
And, firmly bent to clear all doubt, 
Enquir'd her character about; 
Would lily aſk, with careleſs grin, 
How many ſuitors ſhe had ſeen ; 
Said, he had often heard them talk 
That Betty lov'd a moonlight walk: 
That ſhe and Tom, as people ſay, 
Did more together than make hay: 
If fo, 'twas pity ; for his part, 
He wiſh'd her well with all his heart. 
With joy, which none but lovers taſte, 
John heard his ſtory turn'd to jeſt: 
« Twas certain that could never be; 


& Who had a better name than ſhe ?” 
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One thing remain'd and only one, 

Ere all his ſcruples would be done ; 
He thought her chaſte, but then he cry'd, 


& « She muſt be ſo who ne'er was try'd ; 


« I'll make myſelf the bold attack, 

« And fairly lay her on her back : 

cc If ſhe reſiſts, my ſoul ſhe gains; 
If not, I've ſomething for my pains.” 
Big with this ſcheme, one ev'ning fair 
Hle aſk'd her out to take the air; 
The ſetting ſun adorn'd the grove, 
And ev'ry zephyr whiſper'd love; 
Afraid, and doubtful of the bliſs, 

John made his onſet with a kiſs; 

And with a ſecond bolder grown, 

Began his raſh deſign to own : 
Attempted to be very free; 
Told her, that none could hear or ſee; 
That if ſhe'd grant him then the favour, 
He'd the next morning ſurely have her. 

With crimſon bluſh, and down-caſt eye 

Chaſte Betty made him no reply, 

But with her fiſt upon his face 
Reveng'd in filence her diſgrace. 

Thrice happy youth ! in one to find 
The body beauteous, chaſte the mind 
Tis plain from thee, the fate we fear 
Is eaſy to ayoid with care. 

To Betty's parents John now goes, 
And does to them his love diſeloſe: 
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In wealth her equal, and deſcent, 
With eaſe he got their joint conſent : 
On harder terms he got her own ; 

Betty continued ſtill to frown ; 
But women are ſo prone to good, | 
Our pray'rs are ſeldom long withſtood, 
In ſhort, the nuptial nooſe was 'ty'd, 
And John's in raptures with his bride. 
The man in black their ſentence read, 
They din'd, they ſupp'd, then went to bed 
What more they did may not be faid. 
Oh, wretched ſtate of things below ! 
Our greateſt pleaſures end in woe. 

Take heed betimes, unwary youth, 

For grief is incident to truth : 

Our mighty pleaſures, *tis believ'd, 
Conſiſt in being well deceiv'd. 

John in the morning told his bride 
How cunningly ſhe had been try'd: 
« *Twas only ſtratagem I meant, 

« For had you giv'n your conſent, 
« I ne'er had married you, Pardie; 


« 'The devil might have done't for me.?“ 


Quoth ſhe, * My dear, that may be true, 

« But I was full as wiſe as you: | 

© For you have fail'd in your deſign, 

And I have had ſucceſs in mine: 

© I knew no man would wed his whore; 
Why, £oger nick'd me ſo before.“ 
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Reſolv'd to ſell her dear, 
And laid their heads together how 
To do't at Ludlow fair. 
It was a ſultry ſummer's day, | _ 
When out they drove the beaſt, 
And having got near half their way, 
They ſat them down to reſt. 
The cow, a creature of no breeding, 


(The place with graſs being ſtor'd) 


Fed by ; and while ſhe was a feeding, 


Let fall a mighty turd. 


Roger, quoth Hugh, I tell thee what, 


Two words and I have done; 


5 4 1 thou wilt fairly eat up that, 


This cow is all thy own. 


»Tis done; quoth Roger, tis agreed; 


So to't he went apace, 
And ſeem'd ſo eager, it is ſaid, 
That he forgot his grace. 


le labour'd with his wooden ſpoon, 


And up he ſlopt the Ruff, 
Till by the time that half was done, 


He felt he had enough. 5 
He 
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He felt, but ſcorning to look back, 
Wou'd look as if he wanted more ; 

And ſeem'd to make a freſh attack, 
With as much vigour as before, 

But ftopping ſhort a while, he cry'd, 
How far'it thou neighbour Hugh? 

I hope by this you're ſatisfied, 
Who's maſter of the cow. 

Ay, ay, quoth Hugh, (the devil choke thee, 
For nothing elſe can do't) 

I'm fatisfied that thou haſt broke me, 
Unleſs thou wilt give out. 

Give out! quoth Roger, that were fine, 
Why, what have I been doing ? 

But yet I tell thee, friend of mine, 
I ſhall not ſeek thy ruin. 

My heart now turns againſt ſuch gains, 
I know th? art piteous poor; 

Eat then the half that ſtill remains, 
And *tis as twas before. 

God's blefling on thy heart, quoth Hugh, 
That proffer none can gainſay; 

With that he readily fell to, 
And eat his ſhare o'th' tanſy. 

Quoth Hodge, we're even now, no doubt, 
And neither ſide a winner; 

So had we been, quoth Hugh, without 
This damn'd confounded dinner. 


Vor, I, N 


> # 


: 263 


'THE 


hwy 040 DX Rn@6©ER—_— ER 


( 266 ) 


THE EQU IVOCATION. 
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"A N abbot rich (whoſe taſte was good 
Alike in ſcience and in food) 

His biſhop had reſoly'd to treat; 

The biſhop came, the biſhop eat; 

*T'was ſilence, till their ſtomachs fail'd ; 

And now at hereticks they rail'd. 

What hereſy (the prelate faid) 

Is in that church where prieſts may wed ! 

Do not we take the church for life ? 

But thoſe divorce her for a wife ; 

Like laymen, keep her in their houſes, 

And own the children of their ſpouſes. 

Vile practices] the abbot cry'd, | 

For pious uſe we're ſet aſide ! 

Shall we take wives? marriage at beſt 

Is but carnality profeſt. 

Now as the biſhop took his glaſs, 

He ſpy'd our abbot's buxom laſs, 

Who croſs'd the room; he mark'd her eye 


That glow'd with love; his pulſe beat high. 


Fye, father, fye, (the prelate cries) 
A maid fo young! for ſhame; be wiſe, 


ON 
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Theſe indiſcretions lend a handle 

To lewd lay tongues, to give us ſcandal ; 
For your vow's fake, this rule I give to'ye, 
Let all your maids be turn'd of fifty. 

The prieſt reply'd, I have not ſwerv'd, 
But your chaſte, precept well obſerv'd; 
That laſs full twenty-five has told, 

I've yet another who's as old: 
Into one ſum their ages caſt; 
So both my maids have fifty paſt. 

The prelate ſmil'd, but durſt not blame 
For why ? his lordſhip did the fame. 

Let thoſe who reprimand their brothers, 
Firſt mend the faults they find in others. 
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The JourNAr of a modern LADY. . 
To a FRIEND. 
By Dean SWIFT. 


T was a moſt unfriendly part 
In you who ought to know my heart, 


I 


Are well acquainted with my zeal 
For all the female common weal : 
How could it come into your mind, 
To . on me, of all mankind, 
. Againſt 


yi JOURNAL or A MODERN LADY. 


Againſt the ſex to write a ſatire, 
And brand me for a woman-hater ? 
On me, who think them all ſo fair, 
They rival Venus to a hair; 

Their virtues never ceas'd to ſing, 
Since firſt I learn'd to tune a ſtring. 
Methinks I hear the ladies cry, 

Will he his character belye ? 

Muſt never our misfortunes end ? 
And have we loſt our only friend ? 
Ah! lovely nymphs, remove your fears, 
No more let fall thoſe precious tears, 
_ Sooner thall— — 


F Here ſeveral Verſes are omitted. 


The hound be hunted by the hare, - 
Than I turn rebel to the fair. 
Twas you engag'd me firſt to write, 
Then gave the ſubject out of ſpite. 
The Journal of a modern Dame, 
Is by my promiſe what you claim; 
My word is paſt, I muſt ſubmit, 
And yet perhaps you may be bit; 
I but tranſcribe, for not a line 
Of all the ſatire ſhall be mine. 
Compell'd by you to tag.in rhimes 
The common ſlanders of the times, 
Of modern times ; the guilt is yours, 
And me my innocence ſecures ; 


Unwilling 
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Vavilling muſe begin thy lay, 

The annals of a female day. 

By nature turn'd to play the rake well, 
(As we ſhall ſhew you in the ſequel) . 
The modern dame is wak'd by noon, 
Some authors ſay not quite ſo ſoon, 
Becauſe, though ſore againſt her will, 

She ſat all night up at Quadrille. : 
She ſtretches, gapes, unglues her eyes, 
And afks if it be time to riſe ; 

Of head-ach, and the ſpleen complains ; 
And then, to cool her heated brains, 

Her night-gown and her ſlippers brought her, 
Takes a large dram of citron water. 
Then to her glaſs ; and, Betty, pray 

© Don't I look frightfully to-day ? 
But, was it not confounded hard? 

© Well, if I ever touch a card— 

Four Mattadores, and loſe Codill ! 

< Depend upon't, I never will. 

< But run to Tom, and bid him fix 

The ladies here to night by ſix.” 
Madam, the goldſmith waits below; 
He ſays, his buſineſs is to know 

If you'll redeem the ſilver cup 

He keeps in pawn ?— Why, ſhew him up.“ 


Your drefling-plate he'll be content 
To take for intereſt, Cent. per Cent. 
And, madam, there's my Lady Spade 

Hath ſent this letter by her maid, THER 
| "3 Well, 
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[© Well, I remember what ſhe won; 
© And hath ſhe ſent ſa ſoon to dun? 
Here, carry down thoſe ten piſtoles 
My huſband left to pay for coals : 

I thank my ſtars, they all are light; 


And J may have revenge to night. 


Now, loit'ring o'er her tea and cream, 
She enters on her uſual theme; 


Her laſt ni ght*s ill ſucceſs repeats, 
Calls Lady Spade a hundred cheats; 
dhe ſlipt ſpadillo in her breaſt, 


Then thought to turn it to a jeſt. 


There's Mrs. Qu and ſhe combine, 


And to each other give the ſign.” 


Through ev 'ry game purſues her tale, 


Like hunters o'er their evening ale. 
Now to another ſcene give place; 
Enter the folks with filks and lace ; 
Freſh matter for a world of chat, 
Right Indian this, right MAechlin that. 


_ © Obſerve this pattern; there's a {tuft ! 
© I can have cuſtomers enough. 


© Dear madam, you are grown ſo hard, 
© This lace is worth twelve pounds a yard ; 
© Madam, if there be truth in man, 
I never fold fo cheap a fan. 

This buſtnefs of importance o'er, 
And madam almoſt dreſs'd by four; 


The footman, in his uſual phraſe, 


Comes up with, madam, dinner' ſtays ; 


| | | 
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She anſwers in her uſual ſtyle, 5 
The cook muſt keep it back a while; 
I never can have time to dreſs, | 34 
No woman breathing takes up leſs; 
I'm hurried ſo, it makes me ſick, + | A 
I wiſh the dinner at Old Mek. 0 | 
At table now ſhe acts her part, | 
Has all the dinner-cant by heart : EE ö 
I thought we were to dine alone, 
© My dear, for ſure if I had known 
This company would come to-day— | | 
© But really tis my ſpouſe's waoyͤʒ 4 
© He's ſo unkind he never ſends | | 
To tell when he invites his friends: | 
I with you may but have enough.” 
And while, with all this paultry ſtuff, 
She ſits tormenting every gueit, 
Nor gives her tongue one moment's reſt, 
In phraſes batter'd, ſtale, and trite, 
Which modern ladies call polite ; 
You ſee the booby huſband fit 
In admiration at her wit! | 
But let me now-a while ſurvey © 
Our madam o'er her ev'ning tea 
Surrounded with her noiſy clans 
Of prudes, coquets, and harridans ; 
When, frighted at the clam'rous crew, 
Away the god of filence flv, 
And fair diſcretion left the place, 
And modeſty with bluſhing face: | 
— 8 N 4 Now 
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Now enter over-weening pride, 
5 And ſcandal ever gaping wide, 
 Hipecrify with frown ſe vere, 
- Scurrility with gibing air; 
Rude laughter ſeeming like to burſt, 
And malice always judging worlt : 
And vanity with pocket-glaſs, | 
And impudence with front of braſs ; ; 
And ſtudied affeftation came, 
Each limb, and feature out of frame; 
While z2norance, with brain of lead, 
Flew hov'ring o'er each female head. 

Why ſhould I aſk of thee, my muſe, 
Ty An hundred an as poets . 
When to give ev'ry dame her due, 

An hundred thouſand were too few? 
Or how ſhould I, alas! relate 
The ſum of all their ſenſeleſs prate, I 
Their inuendoes, hints and flanders, | 
Their meanings lewd, and double entendres ! ? 
Now comes the gen'ral ſcandal- charge, 
= What ſome invent, the reſt enlarge ; 
| And, Madam, if it be a lye, 
| © You have the tale as cheap as I: 
I I muſt conceal my author's name, 
© But now tis known to common fame. 
Say, fooliſh females, bold and blind, 
Say, by what fatal turn of mind, 
Are you on vices moſt ſevere, 


Wherein yourſelves have greateſt lies 2 ? 


Thus 
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Thus every fool herſelf deludes; 
The prude condemns the abſent prudes : 
Mopſa, who ſtinks her ſpouſe to death, 
Accuſes Chhe's tainted breath; 
HFlercina, rank with ſweat, preſumes 
To cenſure Phyllis for perfumes ; 
While crooked Cynthia ſneering ſays, 
That Florimel wears iron ſtays: 
Chloe, of ev'ry coxcomb jealous, 
Admires how girls can talk with fellows, 
And full of indignation frets 
That women ſhould be ſuch coquets; 
Iris, for ſcandal moſt notorious, 
Cries, Lord, the world is ſo cenſorious J“ 
And Rufa with her combs of lead, 
Whiſpers that Sappho's hair is red : 
Aura, whoſe tongue your hear a mile hence, 
Talks half a day in praiſe of filence; _ 
And Sylvia, full of inward guilt, 
Calls Amoret an arrart jilt. 

Now voices over voices riſe, 
While each to be the loudeſt vies ; 
They contradict, affirm, diſpute, 
No ſingle tongue one moment mute; 
All mad to ſpeak, and none to harken, 
They ſet the very lap-dog barking ; 
Their chatt'ring makes a louder din 
Than fiſh-wives o'er a cup of gin: 
Not ſchool-boys at a barring-out, 
Rais'd ever ſuch inceſſant rout ; 


= 
* —— 2 24 ˙ . —_ 
_ = 1 - ” - * * — 


274 JOURNAL oF a MODERN. EADT. . 
The jumbling particles of matter | 


In chaos made not ſuch a re 

Far leſs the rabble roar and rail, 
When drunk with ſour election ale. 
Nor do they truſt their tongues alone, 


To ſpeak a language of their own ; 


But read a nod, a ſhrug, a look, 
Far better than a printed book; 
Convey a libel i in a frown, 


And wink a reputation down ; 


Or by the tofling of the fan, 
Deſcribe the lady and the man. 
But ſee, the female club diſbands, 
Each, twenty viſits on her hands: 
Now, all alone, poor madam ſits, 
In vapours and hyfteric fits: 
© And was not Tom this morning ſent ? 
< I'd lay my life he never went: | 
< Paſt fix, and not a living foul ! 
© I might by this have won a vole.” 
A dreadful interval of ſpleen ! 
How ſhall we paſs the time between? 
Here, Betty, let me take my drops, 


© And feel my pulſe, I know it ſtops : 
This head of mine, lord, how it fwims {! 
© And ſuch a pain in all my limbs! 


« Dear madam, try to take a napꝰ 
But now they hear a footman's rap ! 
© Go, run, and light the lad: as up; 


© It muſt be one before we ſup.” 


The 
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The table, cards, and counters ſet, | 
And all the gameſter-ladies met, 

Her ſpleen and fits recover'd quite, 
Our madam can fit up all night: 
© Whoever comes I'm not within'— 
Quadrille the word, and ſo begin. 

How can the muſe her aid impart, 
UnſkilFd in all the terms of art; 
Or, in harmonious numbers put 
The deal, the ſhuffle, and the cut ? 
The ſuperſtitious whims relate, 
That fill a female gameſter's pate? 
What agony of ſoul ſhe feels | ; 
To ſee a knave's inverted heels? | I 
She draws up card by card, to find | 
Good fortune peeping from behind ; 
With panting heart, and earneſt eyes, 
In hope to ſee Spadills riſe ; 
In vain, alas! her hope is fed; | 
She draws an ace, and ſees it red. i 
In ready counters never pays, 1 | 
But pawns her ſnuff-box, rings, and keys. 1 1 
Ever with ſome new fancy ſtruck, 
Tries twenty charms to mend her luck. 
This morning, when the Parſon came, 
© I faid I ſhould not win a game. | MW 
© This odious chair, how came I ſtuck in't? | 
© I think, I never had good luck in't. 
I'm ſo uneaſy in my ſtays 


* Your fan, a moment, if you pleaſe, - 


« Stand 


= - = - 
Mo Mas ATI. a _ = 
- a» — S — 
5 343 
— = > 
— — 
= _ 


_ —.— — — — 


oy A a, 


EO 2 ——— * 


* — — — — 
* , Y anc e 
— — 
PPP MAS 5- W — 
- 


2 a = 
V — * 
<*? 1 a r 1 1 KS" 
£L 6 : 


wy JOURNAL OF A MODERN LADY, 


© Stand further girl, or get you pine,” 
I always loſe when you look on.” 


Lord, madam, you have loſt codill, 

« I never ſaw you play ſo ill.” | 
© Nay madam, give me leave to ſay _ 

© ? T was you that threw the game away; 


When Lady Trickþ play'd a four, 


© You took it with a mattadore ; 
© I ſaw you touch your wedding-ring, 


Before my lady call'd a king. 
© You ſpoke a word began with H, 


© And I know whom you mean to teach, 


© Becauſe you held the king of hearts ;— 


« Fie, madam, leave theſe little arts.” 
&« That's not ſo bad as one that rubs 


Her chair to call the king of clubs, 


« And makes her partner underſtand 
« A mattadore is in her hand.” | 
© Madam, you have no cauſe to flounce, 


I ſwear, I ſaw you thrice renounce.” 


« And truly, madam, I know when 
« Inſtead of five you ſcor'd me ten. 
&« Spadillo here has got a mark, 


“ A child may know it in the dark; 
4 I gueſs the hand, it ſeldom fails, 
I with ſome folks would pare their nails. 5 


While thus they rail, and ſcold, and nn. 


It paſſes but for common form; 
And conſcious that they all ſpeak true, 


They give each other but their due; 
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It never interrupts the game, | bf 
Or makes em ſenſible of ſhame. 
The time too precious now to waſte, 
And ſupper gobbled up in haſte, 
Again a-freſh to cards they run, 
As if they had but Juſt begun, 
But I ſhall not again repeat 
How oft they ſquabble, ſnarl and cheat : 
At laſt they hear the watchman knock, 
A frofly morn — paſt four o clock. 
The chairmen are not to be found, 
© Come, let us play the other round.” 
Now, all in haſte they huddle on 
Their hoods, their cloaks, and get them gone: 
But firſt, the winner mult invite 
The company to-morrow night. 
Unlucky madam left in tears, 
(Who now again guadr:/le forſwears) 
With empty purſe, and aching head, 
Steals to her ſleeping ſpouſe to bed. 
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Tus CRABLTRER 
„ A TALE. 
F HE moon was pendulous above, 
The ſun had gain'd the nadir, 
When $Sykvia, full of youth and love, 
In looſe attire array'd her. 


The 


"AE 


= _ Tus CRAB-TREE. 


The twinkling ſtars entic'd her out, 
1 And ſhe decoy'd her ſiſter; 
| | | And while ſhe briſkly tript about, 
Th I be boughs wou'd fain have kiſs'd her. 
E Reſign'd to mirth, thus Sylvia faid ; | 
Come hither, ſiſter Chlbe- | 
= Tue learn'd to ſtand upon my head, 
38 Obſerve me, girl, I'll ſhow ye. 
She did what ſhe deſign'd to do, 
Her legs were wide extended, 
E, Her nether-end expos'd to view, 
Rs Since nothing could defend it. 
| To ſteal pearmains, upon a tree, 
Hard by, a boy was mounted, 
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| | From him the tale devolv'd to me, 
| Moſt faithfully recounted. 
| I heard the merry wag proteſt, 
| The muff between her haunches, 
f Reſembled much a magpye's neſt 


_ Between two lofty branches. 
_ [7% In this inviting poſture ſtood 
| The lady near a minute, 
Fack pickt the largeſt fruit he could, 


5 And fairly chuckt it in it. 
It there took root, the ſoil was fine, 
| Pray credit what I tell ye, | 
= And, like the viſionary vine, 
| lt overſpread her belly. 


\ - In pleaſing ſhades the ſtalks aroſe, 
Wo And rang'd themſelves in order ; 
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And where the bubbling fountain flows, 

Hung wav'ring o'er its border. 

Since chance had fixt its growing there, 
And fortune plac'd the root on t, 

For want of neceſſary care, 


CRABS only were the fruit on't. 
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KING JAMES ax p 1s FOOL, 
AT A Di 


WHEN the King, at the 5 ſaw the ſcenes 
all ſo fine, 
Which the lamps fix'd behind made ſo prettily ſhine, 
He ſtar'd and he wonder'd, and wonder'd and ſtar'd ; 
Then faid to the Queen, loud enough to be heard, 
« My conſort, my deareſt, I'm ſtrongly inclin'd 
&« To take the fool + with me, and view them behind. 
« For, if in the front they ſo well do appear, 
Lord! how they muſt look F other 2 them, my 
« dear !”? 
So ſaying, the King took the Fool by the hand 
To the back of the ſtage ; when, taking his ſtand, 


*The ſcenes were tranſparent, and could only be viewed from 
the front of the houſe, 4 | 
: It was the cuſtom of the time for the King to have his fool, 
who was allowed to ſpeak the ſevereſt things with impunity. 5 


He 
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285 KING JAMES Ap ure FOOL, 
He — with delight at the wonderful ſhow, 


When 


As a King never farts but he ſweetens the air. 
That none but an Engliſiman ever could think, 


c And if that had happen'd, oh! what a fad thing, 
| « To deprive of its brains the wiſe head of a King 


And thought them enchanting, ſo all in a-row ! | 


When acrack from above made the monarch to ſtare, 


And towiſh from his heart that he had not been there. 


A ponderous weight then came down from the place, 


And without more.ado laid him flat on his face: 

ing more dangers if there he ſhou'd fax; | 
Up he got in A hurry, and ſcamper d away. 
Now ſome do aver, that he broke wind behind; 
That loud was the noiſe, and the ſmell moſt unkind, | 
But this muſt be falſe all good Scotehmen declare, 


That a true Lord's anointed emits any ſtink. | 
The King thus affrighted, and quitting the ſcene, A 
With looks full of horror ran up to the Queen. 
In half-broken words, with a countenance pale, 
Having got to the end of a ſorrowful tale, 
« Twas a * mercy,” he cry d, «that I ſcap' 5 
« 2s, no d 


| oubt, 
45 « Had it fell on MN bead *two'd have pane” my 


« brains out. 
„ 


« Adzooks,” cry'd the Fool, quite 1 d at 4 
the owe, 7 1 
„Why, I've always been told you've not t any to 
„ „ A „ 


* 


END Or THE FIRST VOLUME. 


